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O. HENRY 


O. Henry, Af rite-Chef of all delight — 

Of all delectables conglomerate 

That stay the starved brain and rejuvenate 

The Mental Man ! The aesthetic appetite — 

So long enhungered that the ^4nards” fight 
And growl gutwise — its pangs thou dost abate 
And all so amiably alleviate, 

Joy pats his belly as a hobo might 
Who haply hath obtained a cherry pie 
With no burnt crust at all, ner any seeds ; 

Nothin’ but crisp crust, and the thickness fit. 

And squashin’- juicy, an’ jes’ mighty nigh 
Too dratted, drippin’-sweet for human needs, 

But fer the sosh of milk that goes with it. 

Written in the character of **Sherrard 

Plummer^^ by James Whitcomb Riley 


By 'permission of James Whiicomb 'Riley and 
his publishers. The Bobhs^Merrill Company 
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INTRODUCTION 


This the twelfth and final volume of O. Henry’s wort 
gets its title from an early newspaper venture of which 
he was the head and front. On April £8, lS94f, there 
appeared in Austin, Texas, volume 1, number S, of The 
Rolling Stone^ with a circulation greatly in excess of 
that of the only two numbers that had gone before. 
Apparently the business office was encouraged. The 
first two issues of one thousand copies each had been 
bought up. Of the third an edition of six thousand 
was published and distributed free^ so that the business 
men of Austin, Texas, might know what a good medium 
was at hand for their advertising. The editor and pro- 
prietor and illustrator of The Rolling Stone was Will 
Porter, incidentally Paying and Receiving Teller in 
Major Brackenridge’s bank. 

Perhaps the most characteristic feature of the paper 
was “The Plunkville Patriot,” a page each week — or 
at least with the regularity of the somewhat uncertain 
paper itself — purporting to be reprinted from a con- 
temporary journal. The editor of the Plunkville Pa- 
triot was Colonel Aristotle Jordan, unrelenting enemy 
of his enemies. When the Colonel’s application for the 
postmastership in Plunkville is ignored, his columns 
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THE 

ROLLING STONE 

is a weekly paper published in Austin, 'Vvxm, 
every Saturday and will endeavor to fill a 
long-felt want that does not appear, 
by the way, to be altogether in- 
satiable at present. 

THE IDEA IS 

to fill its pages with matter that will make a 
heart-rending appeal to every lover of 
good literature, and every person who 
has a taste for reading print ; 
and a dollar and a half for 
a year’s subscription. 

OUR SPECIAL PREMIUM 

For the Msl thirty <!»,, «,„| („„„ |i,„. 

on indefinitely, whoever will bring two ,lo|. 
lars in cash to The Soiling Stone 
will be entered on the list of sub- 
scribers for one year and will 
have returned to him 
on the 8{mt 

FIFTY CENTS IN CASH 


The editor’s own statement of his fif tns 



Introduction 


carry a bitter attack on the administration at Wash* 
ington. With the public weal at heart, the Patriot an- 
nounces that ^‘there is a dangerous hole in the front 
steps of the Elite saloon.” Here, too, appears the de- 
lightful literary item that Mark Twain and Charles 
Egbert Craddock are spending the summer together in 
their Adirondacks camp. ^Tree,” runs its advertising 
column, ‘^a clergyman who cured himself of fits will send 
one book containing 100 popular songs, one repeating 
rifle, two decks easywinner cards and 1 liver pad free 
of charge for $8. Address Sucker & Chump, Augusta, 
Me.” The office moves nearly every week, probably in 
accordance with the time-honored principle involving 
the comparative ease of moving and paying rent. 
When the Colonel publishes his own candidacy for 
mayor, he further declares that the Patriot will accept 
no announcements for municipal ofiices until after ^^our” 
(the editor’s) canvass. Adams & Co., grocers, order 
their $2.25 ad. discontinued and find later in the Patriot 
this estimate of their product: ‘^No less than three 
children have been poisoned by eating their canned vege- 
tables, and J. O. Adams, the senior member of the firm, 
was run out of Kansas City for adulterating codfish 
balls. It pays to advertise.” Here is the editorial in 
which the editor first announces his campaign: “Our 
worthy mayor. Colonel Henry Stutty, died this morning 
after an illness of about five minutes, brought on by 
carrying a bouquet to Mrs. Eli Watts just as Eli got in 
from a fishing trip. Ten minutes later we had dodgers 
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out announcing our candidacy for the office. We have 
lived in Plunkville going on five years and have never 
been elected anything yet. We understand the mayor 
business thoroughly and if elected some people will wish 
wolves had stolen them from their cradles. . . 

The page from the Patriot is presented with an array 
of perfectly confused type, of artistic errors in setting 
up, and when an occasional line gets shifted (intention- 
ally, of course) the effect is alarming. Anybody who 
knows the advertising of a small country weekly can, as 
he reads, pick out, in the following, the advertisement 
from the “personal.” 

Miss Hattie Green of Paris, IlL, is 
Steel-riveted steam or water power 
automatic oiling thoroughly tested 
visiting her sister Mrs. G, W. Grubes 
Little Giant Engines at Adams & Co. 

Also Sachet powders Me. Cormick Reapers and 
oysters. 

All of this was a part of The Rolling Stone, which 
flourished, or at least wavered, in Austin during the 
years 1894 and 1895, Years before, Porter’s strong 
instinct to write had been gratified in letters. He wrote, 
in his twenties, long imaginative letters, occasionally 
stuffed with execrable puns, but more than often buoy- 
ant, truly humorous, keenly incisive into the unreal, 
especially in fiction. I have included a number of these 
letters to Doctor Beall of Greensboro, N. C., and to his 
early friend in Texas, Mr. David Harrell. 
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In 1895-1896 Porter went to Houston, Texas, to 
work on the Houston Post. There he ‘‘conducted” a 
column which he called “Postscripts.” Some of the 
contents of the pages that follow have been taken from 
these old files in the fair hope that admirers of the ma- 
tured 0. Henry will find in them pleasurable marks of 
the later genius. 

Before the days of The Rolling Stone there are eleven 
years in Texas over which, with the exception of the 
letters mentioned, there are few “traces” of literary 
performance ; but there are some very interesting draw- 
ings, some of which are reproduced in this volume. A 
story is back of them. They were the illustrations to 
a book. “Joe” Dixon, prospector and inveterate for- 
tune-seeker, came to Austin from the Rockies in 1883, 
at the constant urging of his old pal, Mr. John Maddox, 
“Joe,” kept writing Mr. Maddox, “your fortune’s in 
your pen, not your pick. Come to Austin and write an 
account of your adventures.” It was hard to woo 
Dixon from the gold that wasn’t there, but finally Mad- 
dox wrote him he must come and try the scheme. 
“There’s a boy here from North Carolina,” wrote Mad- 
dox. “His name is Will Porter and he can make the 
pictures. He’s all right.” Dixon came. The plan 
was that, after Author and Artist had done their work. 
Patron would step in, carry the manuscript to New 
York, bestow it on a deserving publisher and then re- 
turn to await, with the other two, the avalanche of 
royalties. This version of the story comes from Mn 
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Maddox. There were forty pictures in all and they 
were very true to the life of the Rockies in the seventies. 
Of course, the young artist had no ‘technique” — no 
anything except what was native. But waitl As the 
months went by Dixon worked hard, but he began to 
have doubts. Perhaps the book was no good. Per- 
haps John would only lose his money. He was a miner, 
not a writer, and he ought not to let John go to any 
expense. The result of this line of thought was the 
Colorado River for the manuscript and the high road 
for the author. The pictures, fortunately, were saved. 
Most of them Porter gave later to Mrs. Hagelstein of 
San Angelo, Texas. Mr. Maddox, by the way, finding 
a note from Joe that ‘^explained all,” hastened to the 
river and recovered a few scraps of the great book that 
had lodged against a sandbar. But there was no put- 
ting them together again. 

So much for the title. It is a real 0. Henry title. 
Contents of this last volume are drawn not only from 
letters, old newspaper files, and The Rolling Stone, but 
from magazines and unpublished manuscripts. Of the 
short stories, several were written at the very height of 
his powers and popularity and were lost, inexplicably, 
but lost. Of the poems, there are a few whose author- 
ship might have been in doubt if the compiler of this 
collection had not secured external evidence that made 
them certainly the work of O. Henry. Without this 
very strong evidence, they might have been rejected be- 
cause they were not entirely the kind of poems the read- 

xiv 
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etH of O. Ili nrv \voul<I i‘Xju‘ot from liiui, Most of tlirai, 
howo\iM% woiv ftmiul in his own iiuhilutHhU* manuscript 
or over his own signature. 

'rhcrc is e\lant a mass of (). Ilcitrv corrtsjNuuleiuH* 
that has not hcen inchuhal in this collodion. I)urlrt|^ 
the hdior part of a <iecatlc in New Ytjrk ('it v he wriite 
constantly to etlitors, ami in many instanetss intimately, 
'rhis is very important inateriaU and permissitni has 
been si-eitred to tise nearly all of It in ii fMoo*"**-p5dcaI 
vohnne that will In* Issueil within flu* nevt two or three 
y<*ars. ^rtu* litters in tliis voltniu* liavt* la^en clu^sen as 
an *V\ihihit/' ns early spreiim in <jf his writini^ and for 
thrir parlienlarly ehanieter!4 ie turns of tluiuf^ht and 
phrn .va eollectitui is not ’'coniplt fe^’ in any his- 

torienl sefise. 
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This record of births and deaths is copied from the 
Porter Family Bible, just lately discovered, 

BIRTHS 

A 1 .GEENON Sidney Porter 

Son of 

Sidney and Ruth C. Porter 
Was bom 
August £2, 1825 

Monday Evening, Mar 29, 1858 
Still-born Son of 
A. S. AND M. V. Porter 

Monday, August 6, 1860, 9 o’clock p. m. 
Shirley Worth 
S on of 

A. S, AND M- V. Porter 

Thursday, September 11, 1862, 9 o’clock p. m. 
^William Sidnet 
S on of 

A. S, AND M. V. Porter 

Sunday, March 26, 1865, at 8 o’clock a. m, 
David Weir 
Son of 

A. S. AND M. V. Porter 
xvii 
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*Maet Jane VmciNtA SwAtm 
Daughter of 

iWn-UAM AND Abiak Swaik 
Was bom 
February 1 % 18US 

DEATHS 

Ma&t Vikginu Fokte* 
Tuesday Evening, SeptenilRT 26, 1866 
At 7:80 o’clock 

Athoi Estes Poeteb 
Sunday Evening, July 25, 1897 
At 6 o’clock 

Algernon Sidney Porter 
Sunday Morning, SoptemlxT 80, 1888 
At 20 minutes of 2 o’clock 

♦MOTHEB OF O. HENBY 
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THE DllEAM 


[This ms the lust work of O. Ilenrj^. Tlie CmM 0 polHim 
Maga:tme hnd orth*redi it from iitiii Aml» after hia death, the 
ttufuiished maiuisicrtpt wm foimd in his rooon mi liia dusty 
desk* The story as it here api^ars was published iu the 
CoimoptdUun for September* lit 10.) 

MlFHIlAY dreariml a dream. 

Hoth psyclmlogy and science grope when they would 
explain to us the strange adventures of our ituiniiterial 
s«dves when wamlering in the realm of ‘‘Death’s twin 
brother* Shx*p.” This story will not attempt to he illu- 
minative ; it is no more than m record of Murray’s tlreatiu 
One of the most pu/,/JIng phases of that strange waking 
iiliTp is that dn niiis which seem to cover months or even 
years may take place w ithin a few seconds or mimitrs, 
Murray was waiting in his cell in the ward of the con- 
deiaiird. An electric arc light iu the eriling of the corri 
dor shone hrightly upon his table. On a sheet of white 
pa|ier an ant crawletl wiUUy here ami ther»* as Murray 
blocked its way with an envelope. The #lect locution 
was set for eight o’clock in the eveniiiit* M rray smiled 
at the antics of the wisest of inseets. 

'riinrn were seven other combined men iti t!ir e^j^unher. 
Sinix* hi had l»*en there Murray bad Mem three taken out 
to their fate; am gone mad anti fighting like a wolf 
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caught in a trap ; one, no less mad, offering up a sancti- 
monious lip-service to Heaven; the third, a weakling, col- 
lapsed and strapped to a board. He wondered with 
what credit to himself his own heart, foot, and face would 
meet his punishment; for this was his evening. He 
thought it must be nearly eight o^clock. 

Opposite his own in the two rows of cells was the cage 
of Bonifacio, the Sicilian slayer of his betrothed and of 
two officers who came to arrest him. With him Murray 
had played checkers many a long hour, each calling his 
move to his unseen opponent across the corridor. 

Bonifacio’s great booming voice with its indestructible 
singing quality called out : 

^^Eh, Meestro Murray; how you feel — all-a right — • 
yes?” 

“All right, Bonifacio,” said Murray steadily, as he 
allowed the ant to crawl upon the envelope and then 
dumped it gently on the stone floor. 

“Dat’s good-a, Meestro Murray. Men like us, we 
must-a die like-a men. My time come nex’-a week. All-a 
right. Remember, Meestro Murray, I beat-a you dat 
las’ game of de check. Maybe we play again some-a 
time. I don’-a know. Maybe we have to call-a de move 
damn-a loud to play de check where dey goin’ send us.” 

Bonifacio’s hardened philosophy, followed closely by 
his deafening, musical peal of laughter, warmed rather 
than chilled Murray’s numbed heart. Yet, Bonifacio 
had until next week to live. 

The cell-dwellers heard the familiar, loud click of the 
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steel bolts as the door at the end of the corridor was 
opened. Three men came to Murray’s cell and un- 
locked it. Two were prison guards ; the other was “Len” 
— no ; that was in the old days ; now the Reverend Leon- 
ard Winston, a friend and neighbor from their barefoot 
days. 

‘T got them to let me take the prison chaplain’s place,” 
he said, as he gave Murray’s hand one short, strong grip. 
In his left hand he held a small Bible, with his forefinger 
marking a page. 

Murray smiled slightly and arranged two or three 
books and some penholders orderly on his small table. 
He would have spoken, but no appropriate words seemed 
to present themselves to his mind. 

The prisoners had christened this cellhouse, eighty feet 
long, twenty-eight feet wide. Limbo Lane. The regular 
guard of Limbo Lane, an immense, rough, kindly man, 
drew a pint bottle of whiskey from his pocket and offered 
it to Murray, saying : 

‘Tt’s the regular thing, you know. All has it who feel 
like they need a bracer. No danger of it becoming a 
habit with ’em, you see.” 

Murray drank deep into the bottle. 

“That’s the boy !” said the guard. “Just a little nerve 
tonic, and everything goes smooth as silk.” 

They stepped into the corridor, and each one of the 
doomed seven knew. Limbo Lane is a world on the out- 
side of the world ; but it had learned, when deprived of 
one or more of the fiive senses, to make another sense sup- 



,6 'RoVmg Stones 

ply the deficiency. Each one know tlmt it was lu-nrly 
eight, a»d tliat Murray was to go to the chair at i igUt. 
.There is also in the many Limbo I.anes an nristucrac v of 
crime. The man who kills in the who U-at.i liis 

enemy or pursuer down, flushed by the primitive emu- 
tions and the ardor of combat, iioids in eoniempi the 
human rat, tlie spider, and tiic snake. 

So, of the seven condemned only three ealled tluir 
farewells to Murray as he marched down the eiuridnr la- 
tween the two guards — Bonifacio, M uvin, who had 
killed a guard wliile trying to escape from the prit-m.und 
Bassett, the train-robber, who was driven to it U eat; .e 
the express-messenger wouldn’t raise his ha;!.!, uiun 
ordered to do so. The remaining hmr .'.nml.h red, .:h nt , 
in their cells, no doubt feeling their sneial dsIjmi i .. i i.i 
Limbo Lane society more keenly than they di.l the 
ory of their less picture.sque off’enecs againd the . . 

Murray wondered at his own calmness and ije.ulv in 
difference. In the execution room were ah.'iil lu.nty 
men, a congregation made up of prison oilir. , , 

paper reporters, and lookers-on who had sure. . , I. d 

Here, in the very middle of a .smtenee, f!„. hand .,f 
Death interrupted the telling of O. Henrv’, l , .t v 
He had planned to makr* this story riitF. rent fro,,, }... 
others, the beginning of a new series in a st v h- h. ha.i n„l 
previously attempted. “I want to show the piddu h- 
said, “that I can write sotm-lhing new new f.,,- „'i.- I 
mean-a story without slang, a str«igl,tforw«rd di’w. 
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matic plot treated in a way that will come nearer my idea 
of real story-writing.’’ Before starting to write the pres- 
ent story, he outlined briefly how he intended to develop 
it: Murray, the criminal accused and convicted of the 
brutal murder of his sweetheart — a murder prompted by 
jealous rage — at first faces the death penalty, calm, 
and, to all outward appearances, indifferent to his fate. 
As he nears the electric chair he is overcome bj’' a revul- 
sion of feeling. He is left dazed, stupefied, stunned. 
The entire scene in the deathrchamber — the witnesses, 
the spectators, the preparations for execution — become 
unreal to him. The thought flaslies through his brain 
that a terrible mistake is being made. Why is he being 
strapped to the chair? What has he done? What crime 
has he committed? In the few moments while the straps 
are being adjusted a vision comes to him. He dreams a 
dream. He sees a little country cottage, bright, sun-lit, 
nestling in a bower of flowers. A woman is there, and a 
little child. He speaks with them and finds that they 
are his wife, his child — and the cottage their home. 
So, after all, it is a mistake. Some one has friglitfullyj 
irretrievably blundered. The accusation, the trial, the 
conviction, the sentence to death in the electric chair — 
all a dream. He takes his wife in his arms and kisses the 
child. Yes, here is happiness. It was a dream. Then 
— at a sign from the prison warden the fatal current is 
turned on. 

Murray had dreamed the wrong dream. 
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[Written at the prime of iiis popularity aruJ jmwrr. tlii-i 
characteristic and amusing story was puhlislifd in Kvrrif 
body's Magasine in August, 100(5.] 


I WALKED the streets of the City of nt i-, thirst 
ing for the sight of a stranger face. Fur the City Is a 
desert of familiar types a.s thick ami alike ns t!i,' i;r;»in i 
in a sand-storm ; and you grow to Imte tin m a . . .u d.i .i 
friend who is always by you, or one of your ov n J,i„. 

Andinydc.sirc was granted, for I saw m ar a i io !;. i „i 
Broadway and Twenty-ninth Street, a lit h tin.! 


man with a face like a .scaly-hnrk Iiiekory init, ilinj; to n 
fast-gathering crowd a tool that oiitnigi ru ou !•, jn-o 
claimed itself a can-opener, a .screw -driver, a hu) ton hooj., 
a nail-file, a shoe-horn, a watch guard, a potato p. . !. r* 
and an ornament to any gentleman’s key riiij'. 

And then a stall-fed cop shoved lu’tnsi lf ItiiiHijdi !(->• 
congregation of customers. The verul. r, pi un!v ..-. I 
to having his .sca.sons of trade thus ahruptlv cri ul.-d, 
closed lus satchel and slipped like a weus. t ihroo-i, t},.! 
opposite segment of the circle. Th.- crowd se„n .. ,1 ..im 
lessly away like ant.s from a disturlasl cnimh, 
suddenly becoming oblivions of the earth and it, i„h,»hi* 
tants, stood stdl, swelling his bulk and putting hi, dub 

s 
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through an intricate drill of twirls. I hurried after 
Kansas Bill Bowers, and caught him by an arm. 

Without his looking at me or slowing his pace, I found 
a five-dollar bill crumpled neatly into my hand. 

wouldn’t have thought, Kansas Bill,” I said, ^Hhat 
you’d hold an old friend that cheap.” 

Then he turned his head, and the hickory-nut cracked 
into a wide smile. 

^‘Give back the money,” said he, ‘^or I’ll have the cop 
after you for false pretenses. I thought you was the 
cop.” 

‘T want to talk to you. Bill,” I said. “When did you 
leave Oklahoma? Where is Reddy McGill now? Why 
are you selling those impossible contraptions on the 
street? How did your Big Horn gold-mine pan out? 
How did you get so badly sunburned? What will you 
drink?” 

year ago,” answered Kansas Bill systematically. 
“Putting up windmills in Arizona. For pin money to 
buy etceteras with. Salted. Been down in the tropics. 
Beer.” 

We foregathered in a propitious place and became Eli- 
jahs, while a waiter of dark plumage played the raven to 
perfection. Reminiscence needs must be had before I 
could steer Bill into his epic mood. 

“Yes,” said he, “I mind the time Timoteo’s rope broke 
on that cow’s horns while the calf was chasing you. You 
and that cow ! I’d never forget it.” 

‘^The tropics,” said I, “are a broad territory. What 
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part of Cancer of Capricorn have you bwn wif h 

a visit?” 

“Down along China or Peru — or nmylic tin' Ari;i n- 
tine Confederacy,” said Kansas Hill. “.VriyH ay ’trta* 
among a great race of people, ofF-colonil hut pm- 
gressive. I was there three nionth.s.” 

“No doubt you are glad to be back annifi-r the truly 
great race,” I surmised. “Especially .'Uiioiii.' \< .t V.ii k- 
ers, the most progressive and indejiendent cit i/i n , of nii v 
country in the world,” I continued, with the futuiiy <if the 
provincial who has eaten the Broadway iofiH. 

“Do you want to start an argument.'” n'.k. d Hi!!. 

“Can there be one?” I an.swcre<l. 

“Has an Irishman humor, do you think?" a.k- d In-. 

“I have an hour or two to spare,” said I. hn.kin^r the 

caf^ clock. 


“Not that the Amcricarw aren’t a gre.at ciitiniu-n ifi! 
nation,” conceded Bill. “But tlie fault laiii with the 
people who wrote lies for fiction.” 

“What was this Irwlunan’s name?” I n'^k. d. 

Was that last beer cold enough?” saiil hr. 

“I see there is talk of further outbreak, H... 

Russian peasants,” I remarkecl. 


“His name was Barney O’Connor,” said Hi!!. 

Thu.s, bccau.se of our ancient preseinan- of ea. h ..M,, rN 
trail of thought, wo travelled anihiguoudv to ti«. 
where Kansas Bill’s story l>egan : 

“2 O’Connor in a hoarding hou^e on VV«at 
Side. He invited me to his haH-room to Imvr a 
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and we became like a dog and a cat that had been raised 
together. There he sat, a tall, fine, handsome man, with 
his feet against one wall and his back against the other, 
looking over a map. On the bed and sticking three 
feet out of it was a beautiful gold sword with tassels on 
it and rhinestones in the handle. 

“‘What’s this.f^’ says I (for by that time we were well 
acquainted). ‘The annual parade in vilification of the 
ex-snakes of Ireland.^ And what’s the line of march.? 
Up Broadway to Forty-second; thence east to Mc- 
Carty’s cafe ; thence ’ 

“ ‘Sit down on the wash-stand,’ says O’Connor, ‘and 
listen. And cast no perversions on the sword. ’Twas 
me father’s in old Munster. And this map, Bowsers, is no 
diagram of a holiday procession. If ye look again ye’ll 
see that it’s the continent known as South America, com- 
prising fourteen green, blue, red, and yellow countries, 
all crying out from time to time to be liberated from the 
yoke of the oppressor.’ 

“ ‘I know,’ says I to O’Connor. ‘The idea is a literary 
one. The ten-cent magazine stole it from “Ridpath’s 
History of the World from the Sand-stone Period to the 
Equator.” You’ll find it in every one of ’em. It’s a 
continued story of a soldier of fortune, generally named 
O’Keefe, who gets to be dictator while the Spanish- 
American populace cries “Cospetto !” and other Italian 
maledictions. I misdoubt if it’s ever been done. 
You’re not thinking of trying that, are you, Barney?’ 
I asks. 
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“‘Bowers,’ says he, ‘you’re a man tif wlurjUion iun! 
courage.’ 

“ ‘How can I deny it?’ says I. *I''.<liu'al ion nm < in my 
family; and I have acquired courage hy a lianl <; ni;;;;].- 
with life.’ 

“ ‘The O’Connors,’ says he, ‘are a warlike rams TI„ r.‘ 
is me father’s sword ; and here is tliemaji. A lifi-of itiae- 
tion is not for me. The O’Connors were hum tu ni].-. 
’Tis a ruler of men I must be.’ 

“‘Barney,’ I says to him, ‘wliy <lon’t you gr) on fh.. 
force and settle down to a quiet life of earunge ami .-.u- 
ruption instead of roaming olT to foreign par! I,j 
what better way can you indulge your .1. .ire to 
and maltreat the oppressed?’ 

“‘Look again at the map,’ says he, ‘at th,- eounfrv 
I have the point of me knife on. "I’is tlut tm.- I 
have selected to aid and overthrow with Oi- f»J!,,i’, 
sword.’ 

“‘I see,’ says 1. ‘It’s the green one; ami that dt.i-i 
credit to your patriotism, ami it’.s the small.-.t ; .u,.l 
that does credit to your judgment.’ 

“‘Do ye accuse me of cowardiee.^’ sav. Itam. v. . 
ingpink. 

says r, ‘who nttaeks and confimat, , 


“Tm not joking,’ sVo’fw! ^A,u[ rv g.,i 


eouniry Single-handed could la* called a ntw.u,!, 'n, 

worst you can be charged with is plagiariM,, or ioutatin,, 
If Anthony Hope and Roosevelt let you get «wa v w ,f ), 
nobody else will have anv rio-ht to th-L ’ 
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$1,500 cash to work the scheme with. I’ve taken a lik- 
ing to you. Do you want it, or not?’ 

not working,’ I told him; ‘but how is it to be? 
Do I eat during the fomentation of the insurrection, or 
am I only to be Secretary of War after the country is con- 
quered? Is it to be a pay envelope or only a portfolio?’ 

“‘I’ll pay all expenses,’ says O’Connor. “I want a 
man I can trust. If we succeed you may pick out any 
appointment you want in the gift of the government.’ 

“ ‘All right, then,’ says L ‘You can get me a bunch of 
draying contracts and then a quick-action consignment 
to a seat on the Supreme Court bench so I won’t be in line 
for the presidency. The kind of cannon they chasten 
their presidents with in that country hurt too much. 
You can consider me on the pay-roll.’ 

“Two weeks afterward O’Connor and me took a 
steamer for the small, green, doomed country. We were 
three weeks on the trip. O’Connor said he had his plans 
all figured out in advance ; but being the commanding gen- 
eral, it consorted with his dignity to keep the details con- 
cealed from his army and cabinet, commonly known as 
William T. Bowers. Three dollars a day was the price 
for which I joined the cause of liberating an undiscov- 
ered country from the ills that threatened or sustained 
it. Every Saturday night on the steamer I stood in line 
at parade rest, and O’Connor handed over the twenty- 
one dollars. 

“The town we landed at was named Guayaquerita, so 
they told me. ‘Not for me,’ says L ‘It’ll be little old 



14 


Bolling Stones 

Hilldale or Tompkinsville or Chorry 'I’n't* Conit'iN «h>-n 
I speak of it. It’s a clear case ulicrc Uii'iirui 

ought to butt in and di-senvowel it.’ 

“But the town looked fine from the bay wltm u .• 
in. It was white, with green ruehini,'. ami i • riifi’, , 
on the skirt when the surf .shushed up on (le- . Is 

looked as tropical and dolec far ultra ns l!i. j,;, - n . , «ii 
Lake Ronkonkoma in the brochure of Ilje j«.j ■, :i.y r ,i,- 
partment of the Long Island Uailruad. 

“We went through the (juaraniinc am! e-i 
indignities ; and then O’Connor leads m,- 1 .. i M,,’. . . 

on a street called The Avenue of the , , jj 

files of the Individual and Colleeti\e .<1 f ,, j, 

wide it was, and knee-<lee{) in nltnlfa and . : u- .•a-,;:.,. 
“‘Hooligan Alley,’ siiys I, reehri dn-nu; i*. 

“‘’Twill bo our hejuhjuarters,’ says o’l i.:t , 

agent here, Lon ]' ern.'indo I’ueheeti, sci'uri i ; i < 1 ’ 

“So in that house O’Connor atnl m.' . i 1; , 

revolutionary centre. In tin- front r.mm e. ', ,1 „ 

sible tliing.s such as fruit, a guitar, and i ! .! , 

conch shell on it. In the l«iek rcHirjl (i’t . i I;! i 

desk and a large looking gins', and his sv,.ird 1 ; d n . r.i ) 
of straw matting. VA- -h-d on hami, . c, ■ 
to hooks in the wall; and |.,uk our jj 

Ingles, a beaiwry run on the Amrrh an i I , . t, , 

proprietor with Chinese cooking serv id « 1 . K.n s , 1 > . 
lunch counter. 

“It seems that O’Connor reullr did . j- 

system pla«H«l«mbc.forehand. 'Ue wm).. 
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tors ; iiiul i‘Vory ilay or two Homo nativt* g< iii ^voiili! str. .1 
roiuul lo htiuJi(ourtt‘Z%s iimi Ik* nhut up iii ilu* baok rot^* i 
for liulf an iiour with OVutuior luul the intorjuvlor, I 
that ulu’O Uu*j* wont in llu*y worcuhv.iy.s suiukini; 
oiyhl-iiu’h oigar.s aiul at poaoo with Ihi* woriil ; 1ml wlioit 
tiuy oamo out thoy wuultl bt* ft>ldin^ up a ton or Iwonly- 
duHnr bill hihI rursing tho i^ovorimu'iit liorrlbly. 

*%)nv v\vuinf( uftor we luul been in (Juuya iii Uii?* 
ttnvn <if rimellville bydhe Sea- nhovil t\ tTmsUlu niicl nm 
ant! <)'(*onnor were Hittin<^ outHule the clour helpioi^; alonj^ 
old teinpus with rum and ieeuiul lltues, I sny * h*h!m: 

‘'“If yturil escivie u patriot tiuii don’t exaetty know 
what he’s palroni/iii^, for the queHtion - wlud is ytmr 
jielieiiu* fur 'iiih juji'at jn |4 this eoimta’y? Uu you inleod to 
plunji!;e it into btoiidshed, or do yrm mean to buy JIh votea 
j»t aei*fully and hunorahly at tl*e priflsi*’ 

'* *iiowi'r 4,’ huy i hr, a fine lil lie uiau #uji I intend 

lu make spa ill u >>' of ye niter tin* eouliiei, Ihi* ye do not 
undi’i'stufid slnterralt. Already hy uuw we have a net 
work of strate/jjy elutehiiig witit iitvinihle fine * at the 
thron! of the tyrant (adderasi. We hav * a;»4 sits jd work 
in every ttnvn in the repuldltu '’rise l.ibei tl parly in 
hound to win. On our seeret lists we have Ih • names of 
etnnif^h syni|nit hl/ers to erush the adnunisliation fomsi 
at a blow/ 

'**A straw vote,’ Huya I, ‘only .sbow*H wine Is way the hot 
air hlow.i.’ 

** *Who has aeeoniplish a! thli?’ ots ifi huuior, *£ 
I have clireeled everylhin|4, ^Hie lime was ri|» 
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when we came, so my agent’s inform me. ''rht p. .r. Is nrs' 
groaning under burdens of taxes uiul levus. \\ !i » u !: I?.* 
their natural loader when they rise? ( Vmli! ii i^e a n ^ 
but meself? ’Twas only yesterday t hat Zalua tun* rrp- 
resentative ill the province of Durasnas, {t iU ju** Tu i ! tlje 
people, in secret, already call me fahrarv 
which is theSpanisli manner of saying '‘I’lu* I uln rat * 
“Was Zaldas that niaroon*ctdored ohi A/tii* wph a, 
paper collar on and unbleached domestic slm; s;* 1 ji krd. 
“^He was,’ says OU/onnor. 

“ ‘I saw him tucking a yellowdiaek into hi 
as he came out,’ savs 1. ‘It nmv Ih',’ .sav-. 1, ‘l!i if fh. v 
call you a library door, but fhoy trtaf ymi m .n- Kl. tii.- 
side door of a bank. But lot us Imja- fur llio i.ur 

“‘It has cost money, of courso,’ says O’t'.mi u- . ‘hut 
wc’ll have the country in ourlwtids insiih- of a mu-,!!, ’ 

“In the evenings we walked nbutti iji Ihr |.I.,u hiuI 
listened to the band playing and niingiod iviUi f ’ ji.i-.u 
lacc at its distressing and obnuvious ph a-. n . 'I'h 
were thirteen vehicles belonging to f!i.- r . la , 
mostly rockaways and ol<l-siylo haromh. so, !i n . tJ .- 
mayor rides in at Ihe unveiling of tl„. ri. w j-n • n* 

Milledgeville, Alabama. Bound and ruum! !] >• d, .-..- 
cated fountain in Hie middle of the ph.ira He v ,h „ ■, and 
lifted their high silk hats to their fri-nds, 'fj,. ,-,m „ 

people walked around in barefooted himeli- , ■- , 

gies that a Pittsburg millionaire wouliln'* have ehi m d 
a dry smoke on Ladies’ Day at his ehdi. And -h 

est figure in the whole turnout was Hartley m'lmmr. 
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Si\ r.int li\n li(‘ sininl in his Fii'ih AviMiui- t inllifs, with his 

f.:‘; ' fU* .iu.i lu > liiark nujsi.s! afh»‘ Ihni ins viirs, 

1 wis .'i uiH'ix uu iaun* anti niul !a run! harrin* of 
liiiia u} rai't*, U UitiLnl ia nu* thnl aM urri* 1 inaual 

UjjDii i 'iWiiMiiiV, atiii Hial i-\t-ry ivitninn llu iv Invt ii hint, 
Hiui tarry inau Iratati iilt i. (Mirr nr lairr 1 Inttlaal nt 
him iUhl thiMiyiil itf ftuinirr Ihiiiya that hail happiauHl 
than hiA iwunirv',; tatl In hia 'yiHii': ntttl i lir^^ut ft* [rt-i Uk<* 
a 1 i itiai^u th’ t iill itMif ( I rai’f n (h* Stttil !i Atta i it’a my a-!f, 
AnJ tlrii I utn.hi latnu- tlavvn a|ri!ii Itt .tilnl httllom uml 
Irt my ima ';'inai itm iisti/il, nj im thr tutaiiy tiru* 

*\n:‘ lUA \.U tli»!! li' - ilnr itiJ* fijl S.lttUila V at‘;ht. 

“ ‘'I'ala lint 1 ,' ‘»a \ 4 ()’( ’itiiimr !<» m*' n*i t hn . urwallvia!, 
'amna 'i If r I hr J}« njiha i)\y^rrsr I l:*ir ttJJpl’r . aal uml 
It, ! -a*!!'’!;.* nir. Ciin ya* U‘4 Um! tlap. arr iapr fur 
rr. ' Ufi Vf utfi Jiria*«'i\«‘ ih.it ihry iU‘r ili .'UlVrf ril'’ 

i i!u n<4,’ say^i I. ‘Ntu’ (i./mira!tai ivilhri*. I’m 

Hi; 1' tj) intih r4 ifri jffujih*, \\ h* n thi*v htuU 

unh ppv !li \ h'r ‘-njuyiiti' thnn ii-lu a. \\ la tt t!u y frrl 
Uu!t;r;‘]fV l!a y tti slt i |i. 'riit v'rr fmt t hr klliil c*f Jtiai 
I?! * Ut !aht* afi iatrvt nt in rrvolut itina.’ 

i i!fH U tu uiir HtHiiiiani,’ aa vM (rchmtmr, 

''Dm* *' thunaiml im n in Ihla town Hinm'' wiW tti 

nrm* wh ai t!t»' i t I ntn u s aua <1 nf ilitif. 

lint * \ rvs tfhn*.; i * in 'Hmri* ia nu fJiam'r fur tn h> 

fail.* 

IltMihspm A!h\v, I jirrfi r In rail thr t «tur 
lirHtltjttarl ri t i» .m nn, thria* Ham n rmv nf lint M«4a‘ hauat*^ 
nith ivil till* rnnf i, huuw straw .Hhurk * ftjll nf Imlliuti iintl 
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dogs, and one fcwo-story wooden house with balconies a 
little farther down. That was where General Tumbalo, 
the comandante and commander of the military forces, 
lived. Eight across the street was a private residence 
built like a combination bake-oven and folding-bed. One 
day, O’Connor and me were passing it, single file, on the 
flange thev called a sidewalk, when out of the window flies 
a big red rose. O’Connor, who is ahead, picks it up, 
presses it to his fifth rib, and bows to the ground. By 
Carrambos! that man certainly had the Irish drama 
chaunceyized. I looked around expecting to see the lit- 
tle boy and girl in white sateen ready to jump on his 
shoulder while he jolted their spinal columns and ribs 
together through a breakdown, and sang : ‘Sleep, Little 
One, Sleep.’ 

“As I passed the window I glanced inside and caught 
a glimpse of a white dress and a pair of big, flashing black 
eyes and gleaming teeth under a dark lace mantilla. 

“TOien we got back to our house O’Connor began to 
walk up and down the floor and twist his moustaches. 

“ ‘Did ye see her eyes. Bowers?’ he asks me. 

“ ‘I did,’ says I, ‘and I can see more than that. It’s 
all coming out according to the story-books. I knew 
there was something missing. ’Twas the love interest. 
What is it that comes in Chapter VII to cheer the gallant 
Irish adventurer? Why, Love, of course — Love that 
makes the hat go around. At last we have the eyes of 
midnight hue and the rose flung from the barred window. 
Now, what comes next? The underground passage — 
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iliv nitt*roe}iltHl letter -- tlu‘ trnilor ia eamp tlu* hero 
throuu inta a ilu‘ inv^sierious iu» » a ; • from 

tin* seuuriia - lht*a the outhurst ' the im the 

phi/n the ' 

VDtai't in* a foul/ .says <>*Ca>iuu>i\ inlen upt in p;. M"at 
that's the nnly wuniau in the world fur iwe, Ihover a The 
()XV»anors are aa <juick to love as they are to I 

shall wear that rose over me bairt when f h aii me men 
into action. For a /rood huttle to he foo»dd tla re nnist 
he stnne ttanuaii to /^ive it power/ 

**‘F,very tline/ 1 ngret t!, ‘If yon want to have a ♦yjKHl 
lively scrap. 'Fhere'.H only one thii ;^ !)ottierin;f nu. In 
the novelH Ihe Ii;»ht hainal frienii of ttie h*‘ro ahvays |/eN 
kilh d. 'rhiuU %an all (»ver that vui/ve reiuh atu! ym/!l 
see that Fill r; 'ht. I think FIl step chnvtt tti the Ihdiea 
IvHpiuioia niif! lav In a holth* of wahuit sfaiii he fore wur 
is dei'lai'^ t!/ 

‘‘‘Iliev Will I ij! I ord le-r luuneF ?'ayH OH'onntJr, lay* 
hi i ehif) in hi i h utd, 

•*‘\Vhy don’t yon |p> aerosn the stri jd and a dv herP 
says I. 

ye inwrf e*pHrd luivtliln*;; m life ru riomdy?^ 
says O’C’onaor^ ha log tlnwii at me !i! e a nehoul 
master, 

**‘Mayhe ^he meant the roa* for me/ I vmith wiiiidltiiu 
the Spanish Faiidano . 

the fird tiine since Fd knowii U’C’onnor* he 
laughed, lie ^i^ot up iiru! roared ami eli|ip* d hin 
and h aned against the wall till the tiJen on th** r oof elal* 
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tered to the noise of iiis lun^s, wen! into flu Imi U 
room and bo!:ed at himself in tin- .ei.i., an ! !)> ; n atu! 
laughed all over from !lie iM'^jintiini,' n.; )!n. T.' .-n h - 

looked at mo and repeated himself, 'i’hai v Ir. ! .s ’ . .1 
you if you thought an Irisiiimui hud ;iiiy h imn!-. i! M 
been doing farce comedy f rom the day I r.i h'-u 
knowing it; and tiie first time he liail an ih a adk m, d i,i 
him with any inteliigeiuv in it lie u.'tct 'ft.- ii, > f .i. 
of the sextet in a ‘Finradora’ road I'lnrp'iiiv. 

“The next afiernoon he comes in «i;h a tr..-. : ; ;• ,itt 

smile and begins to pull .something lil.e fiel.. r .. ,,f 

his pocket. 

“‘Great!’ say.s I. ‘Thi.s is Murelidn.: hi,. I , .... 
How i.s Amulgamafe*! (’oppi'r to d.!' ,-’ 

‘“Fve got !ier nami",' .says (i'l Viiiinv, ■ , .j, , j 

somothiiKf !ihe (his: ‘Ihma Is, h’,. ! .\u , p , i ; ^ 

Carrcr.'is y .^Inenc.-nihios y h ,Mi. S’ ; 
her mothe’v {.v!;!,,ins ()’(’iimi-,r. ‘IIt'' ' . , . ■ j 

in the last revo!iit!r)n. She is snr. fn !, ■ i- ■ ,>• ^ 

with our cause.’ 

“And .sure enough the next day Im fh-i'.' M !, ' ! , 

of ro.ses clear across thestreet ini., .i-.r i,-. e, . 

dived for it and found a piece nf pan !• . a ' ' , , ,, | * 
stem with a line in Spanish on it. Ih di . , 

prefer out of his corner and got |,im ! -i-.' , , 

prefer scratched his h-.nd, and imve n-: ' ,, i . ' ‘ 
three best he!.s; ‘Fortune imd'g.d „ f,. . : ' . T. ' " 

fighting’; ‘Fortune looks like a hr..,ve n i , T ' ' 
favors the brave.’ We put o«r na.m v mi M . 
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JO .snvH O’CVjiUHir. \^Iu‘ iiifotul?^ h> vn- 

ccniniijo lao .svuml io shvo lu r onutiirv/ 

It)(^!vs la mo liko an Inviliitimi to stippt*!*/ s:ivs I, 
**Si> f vcrv day Ihi i soaiiadin nIIs In !« laid ilu* lairml 
^I'intltows ami exhausts n cini^t rvnf ory ni* !\vn,fui’.^ poiv at 
n liinta Ami C)'l’naiiu»r walk i !il.» a n*Jiuiniv'!.<*o niustor 
nud swells lii-i rlo st iiiul Ntti'urs Id nu* lu* u iil win hor by 
frnt'i d! arm * ami bi;* litanls <»!i tb«' | 4 »M’y i!t Id nt* bnttU*. 
*Vlly auid l»v Uio rrvdbitinn to rint*. Ono day 

'nnnnr lakr.s itu‘ inlo tin* bark inmin and trlis u\r all. 
*• Mbnvin'M,’ ;snys \u\ *at (ik'ldt-k nnr u t i k fi oin 

tf> tiny fhr uil! takt' plaan*. H h i ^ nlr;i%t d vn In 

imd nmuxomrnt and in 1 b; . pm jrct bt aatiM* ye 

liHVi* fnd sfiia’ dnnu:.^h In ju ia*«‘i\r fh it it I » na .dy noofuii 
jdi dnni by a man <d’ onurajna iub‘il!y' nri% irud bl dm ii’id 
Nuporitirily, siirh an m - «*lf. 'I’li!’ wlj dd umld nvard 

^nys h«s Mia* (tU’Hnnnr’* baM* ndt d rm iu outm’iu niid 
*5jalidns. 'I'd ^ubdmMj. .mall and imhirm nt munirv Uko 
Ilu J i i H ti iilr, Vr 'itH’ what Idtlr, lian bdd t'd nta*uk!n»< 
tbo fUfii fd it aro. I omild link fmn' nf %att htMdt* Itaiidiatd 
** '\n (im: btd *ayM I, *nul onidd vnu link si\f* An<l 
Hitppn^d th»'v bur! d an army nf n* \t itlnt-n M n.tinHt ynur*’ 
*‘*Ia'dnm’ \nyi (rCcnnmr, Mn what will n. iMir. At 
ru»tiii tU'Xt dNu^day !iri,UUd jiutiiul'i will ri »* up iji tbn 
tnwui fd til * n puhlin. ''ria* fni^nrrnnnnt uiil ! »• ‘dnio* 
bddly nn]»r»'par< d. |>id>lin bnildin*^ . u il! hi !ai*‘n, 

thn r updar army mad*" pri aua rM, atui thn w .adrninix 
trnlifin a t x\p. In th»^ oapital It uiil md !.»■ 'o vnny tm 
noomint cd rmnd nf thoarmy bnin^pdalinnod thnrd. 'riioy 
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will occupy the president’s palace and the slron^jly fort i- 
fied government buildings and stand a siege. Hut oti 
the very day of the outbreak a body of our w ill 

begin a march to tlie capital from every town «s .snuu 
as the local victory has been won. The thing is .mi vvt il 
planned that it is an impossibility for us to fail. 1 tni ' 
self will lead the troops from here. I’lie new pre'Iiieiit 
will be Senor Espadas, now Minister of iunanee in the 
present cabinet.’ 

“ ‘What do you get?’ I asked. 


" ‘ ’Twill be strange,’ said O’Connor smiling, 'if 1 dini’t 
have all the jobs handed to me on a silver .silver to j.i. h 
what I choose. I’ve been the brains of tl»> seln ine, jnut 
when the fighting opens I guess I won't, hr in ihr rr u- 
rank. Who managed it so our troops eonld g, ( nrnu 
smuggled into this country? Didn’t I arnitigr il «iih 
a New York firm before I left there? Otir linai). id 
agents inform me that 20,000 sbinds of Wim h. si, r 


rifles have been delivcrwl a month ago at a .s« en f phu-r 

up coast and distribute<l among the towns. I !, !J 
Bowers, the game is already won.’ 

Well, that kind of talk hind of shooh niv rlirf in 

the infallibility of the serious Irish genlh nmn r <,f 
fortune. It certainly seemwl that the patriot ie yv.iUm 
had gone about the thing in a lni.siju s.! nay. I hH,]., d 
upon O’Connor with more resjK'ct, and b. !nin J„ 

on what kind of uniform I might wear ns'ser. tarv of 
War. 


“Tuesday, the day set for the revolution, ean... arou.al 
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according to schedule. O’Connor said that a signal had 
been agreed upon for the uprising. There was an old 
cannon on the beach near the national warehouse. That 
had been secretly loaded and promptly at twelve o’clock 
was to be fired off. Immediately the revolutionists would 
seize their concealed arms, attack the comandante’s 
troops in the cuartel, and capture the custom-house and 
all government property and supplies. 

was nervous all the morning. And about eleven 
o’clock O’Connor became infused with the excitement 
and martial spirit of murder. He geared his father’s 
sword around him, and walked up and down in the back 
room like a lion in the Zoo suffering from corns. I 
smoked a couple of dozen cigars, and decided on yellow 
stripes down the trouser legs of m}*” uniform. 

“At half-past eleven O’Connor asks me to take a short 
stroll through the streets to see if I could notice any 
signs of the uprising. I was back in fifteen minutes. 

“ ‘Did you hear anything?’ he asks. 

“T did,’ says I. ‘At first I thought it Tvas drums. 
But it wasn’t; it was snoring. Everybody in town’s 
asleep.’ 

“O’Connor tears out his watch. 

“ ‘Fools?’ says he. ‘They’ve set the time right at the 
siesta hour when everybody takes a nap. But the can- 
non will wake ’em up. Everything will be all right, de- 
pend upon it.’ 

“Just at twelve o’clock we heard the sound of a cannon 
* — BOOM ! — shaking the whole town. 
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“‘O’Connor loosens his sword in its scabbard and jumps 
for the door. I went as far as the door and stood in it. 

“Teoi^Ie were sticking their heads out of doors and 
windows. But there was one grand sight that made 
the landscape look tame. 

“‘General Turnbalo, the coniandante, was rolling 
down the steps of his residential dugout, waving a five- 
foot sabre in his hand. He wore his cocked and plumed 
hat and his dress-parade coat covered with gold braid 
and buttons. Sky-blue pajamas, one rubber boot, and 
one red-plush slipper completed his make-up. 

“‘The general had heard the cannon, and he puffed 
dowm the sidewalk toward tlie soldiers’ barracks as fast 
as his rudely awakened two hundred pounds could travel. 

““O’Connor sees him and lets out a battle-cry and 
draws his father’s sword and ruslies across the street 
and tackles the enemy. 

““Right there in the street he and the general gave an 
exhibition of blacksmithing and butchery. Sparks flew 
from their blades, the general roared, and O’Connor 
gave the slogan of his race and proclivities. 

““Then the general’s sabre broke in two ; and he took 
to his ginger-colored heels crying out, “Policies,’ at every 
jump. O’Connor chased him a block, imbued with the 
sentiment of manslaughter, and slicing buttons off the 
general’s coat tails with tlie paternal weapon. At the 
corner five barefooted policemen in cotton undershirts 
and straw hats climbed over O’Connor and subjugated 
him according to the municipal statutes. 
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revolution. Revolution bettor in wialor-tiino. Mavln- 
so next winter. <^uien saber’ 

“‘But the cannon went otl',’ i* > 

glven.^ 

'^^That big sound?’ says Saaoho, griaiuni;. ' Th.’ 
boiler in ice factory he blow up — BOOM ! alv* « v? ry 
body up from siesta. Verree sorree. K<i icf. Mhfliu 
hot day.’ 

^'About sunset I went over to the jail, and tlay 1* ? ^^ie 
talk to O’Connor through tlie bars. 

“ ‘What’s the news. Bowers?’ says he. M lavi* Wf t ;i!.i it 
the town? I’ve been expecting a rescue party nil Hm* 
afternoon. I haven’t heard any firing. Has an v nurd 
been received from the capital?’ 

‘Take it easy, Barney,’ says I. 'I think there''* hem 
a change of plans. There’s .soni4*lhiiJg niore InirjMrt jiiit 
to talk about. Have you any money?’ 

“T have not,’ says O’CoiUHjr. ‘^rhe last ihdlnr wnd 
to pay our hotel bill yesterday. Did our troops e*jptuf i* 
the custom-house? There ought he plenty of g^uvrn 
ment money there.’ 

“‘Segregate your mind from battle.s’ j^ay i I. ’Ih* 
been making inquiries. You’re to be uhot si\ uu^uth. 
from date for assault and battery. Pm rtpretini^ hj 
receive fifty years at hard labor f«>r vngranrv. All th^ v 
furnish you while you’re a prisomT is water. ^ i 
depend on your friends for food. I'll see wlut! I eatj * !. , * 

“I went away and found a silver C hile <hdlar iu att old 
vest of O’Connor’s. I took him some frittl ti *h and nee 
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for his supper. In the morning I went down to a lagoon 
and had a drink of water, and then went back to the jail. 
O’Connor had a porterhouse steak look in his eye. 

‘Barney,’ says I, ‘I’ve found a pond full of the finest 
kind of water. It’s the grandest, sweetest, purest water 
in the world. Say the word and I’ll go fetch you a 
bucket of it and you can throw this vile government stuff 
out the window. I’ll do anything I can for a friend.’ 

“ ‘Has it come to this?’ says O’Connor, raging up and 
down his cell. ‘Am I to be starved to death and then 
shot? I’ll make those traitors feel the weight of an 
O’Connor’s hand when I get out of this.’ And then he 
comes to the bars and speaks softer. ‘Has nothing been 
heard from Dona Isabel?’ he asks. ‘Though every one 
else in the world fail,’ says he, ‘I trust those eyes of hers. 
She will find a way to effect ray release. Do ye think ye 
could communicate with her? One word from her — 
even a rose would make me sorrow light. But don’t let 
her know except with the utmost delicacy, Bowers. 
These high-bred Castilians are sensitive and proud.’ 

‘“Well said, Barney,’ says I. ‘You’ve given me an 
idea. I’ll report later. Something’s got to be pulled 
off quick, or we’ll both starve.’ 

“I walked out and down to Hooligan Alley, and then 
on the other side of the street. As I went past the win- 
dow of Dona Isabel Antonia Concha Regalia, out flies 
the rose as usual and hits me on the ear. 

“The door was open, and I took off my hat and walked 
in. It wasn’t very light inside, but there she sat in a 
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rocking-cliair bv the window smoking a Wack cheroot. 
And uhi.'n I got closer I saw that she was about thirty- 
nine, and had never seen a straight iront in her life. I 
sat down on the arm of her chair, and took the cheroot 
OLit of her moidh and stole a kiss. 

‘‘‘Hiilio, IaZV,’ I says. ^Excuse my unconvention- 
al! tv, but I feel like I have known you for a month. 
Vwiosc Iziy is 00?’ 

^‘The lady ducked her head under her mantilla, and 
drew in a long breath. I thouglit she was going to 
scream, but with all that intake of air she only came out 
W'ith ; ‘jle likee Americanos.’ 

‘b-ls soon as she said that, I knew that O’Connor and 
me would bo doing things wdth a knife and fork before 
the day was over. I drew a chair beside her, and inside 
of half an hour we were engaged. Then I took my hat 
and said I must go out for a while. 

“ ‘You come back?’ says Izzy, in alarm. 

go bring preacher,’ says I. ‘Come back twenry 
minutes. We marry now. How you likce.^’ 

“ ‘Marry to-day?’ says Izzy. ‘Good !’ 

“I went down on the beach to the United States con- 
sul’s shack. He was a grizzly man, eighty- two pounds, 
smoked glasses, five foot eleven, pickled. He was play- 
ing chess w'ith an india-rubber man in white clothes. 

“‘Excuse me for interrupting,’ says I, ‘but can. you 
tell me how a man could get married quick.?’ 

“The consul gets up and fingers in a pigeonhole. 

“‘7 believe I had a license to perform the ceremony 
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Jtnyself, a year or two ago,’ he said. ‘I’ll look, and 

“I caught hold of his arm. 

“ ‘Don’t look it up,’ says L ‘Marriage is a lottery 
anyway. I’m ■willing to take the risk about the license 
if you are.’ 

“The consul went back to Hooligan Alley with me. 
Izzy called her ma to come in, but the old lady was pick- 
ing a chicken in the patio and begged to be excused. So 
we stood up and the consul performed the ceremony. 

“That evening i\Irs. Bowers cooked a great supper of 
stewed goat, tamales, baked bananas, fricasseed red pep- 
pers and coffee. Afterward I sat in the rocking-chair by 
the front wdndow, and she sat on the floor plunking at a 
guitar and happy, as she should be, as Mrs. William 
T, B. 

“All at once I sprang up in a hurry. I’d forgotten 
all about O’Connor. I asked Izzy to fix up a lot of 
truck for him to cat, 

“ ‘That big, oogly man,’ said Izzy. ‘But all right — 
he your friend.’ 

“I pulled a rose out of a bunch in a jar, and took the 
grub-basket around to the jail. O’Connor ate like a 
w^olf. Then he wiped his face w'ith a banana peel and 
said : ‘Have you heard nothing from Dona Isabel yet?’ 

“‘Hist!’ says I, slipping the rose between the bars. 
‘She sends you this. She bids you take courage. At 
nightfall two masked men brought it to the ruined 
chateau in the orange grove. How did you like that 
goat hash, Barney?’ 
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“O’Connor pressed the rose to his lips. 

“ ‘This is more to me than all the food in the worhi,’ 
sajs he. ‘But the sup]fK>r was flue. Where diii vou 
raise it?’ 

“‘I’ve negotiated a stand-off' at a delii’afessen hut 
downtown,’ I tells him. ‘Ue.st easy. If there’s any- 
thing to be done I’ll do it.’ 

“So things went along that way for some vveehs. l/./y 
was a great eook; and if she had had a little more )»i)jse 
of character and smoked a little hef ti-r hrard of toliaeeu 


we might have drifted into some sense of respotisihili) v 
for the honor I had conferred on her. lint as time wejil 
on I began to hunger for the sight of a real lady .s! mding 
before me in a street-car. AH I was sfay'f! t Itj flmt 
land of bilk and money for was heenuse I ej-'nldirt ;;. f 
away, and I thought it no more than decent to stn v ninl 


see O’Connor shot. 

One day our old interpreter tirops around !tnd iifi. r 
smoking an hour says that the judge of ji. see s. nt 
him to request me to call on him. I went to hi ^ ..in. <• hi 
lemon grove on a hill at the e<lge of the town ; an I (}.. .. 
I had a surprise. I expecteil to at e one of the ti .-io 
namon-colorcd native.s in eongrea.i gaiters and .on- ,.f 
Pizzaro’s cast-off hats. What I saw wn . nii t l -.-iiir 
gentleman of a slightly clayhank comph-'d in .Iflin,; ia 
an upholstered leather chair, .sipping a hh-M,:.!! a.i.l 
reading Mrs. Humphry Ward. I hu.l smuggi. d into m v 
brain a few words of Spanish by the help .,f | 

began to remark in a rich Andalusian brogue: ‘ 





Emigraiita’ (Jaiup 

^arlu Ihf'umu fm i). ii*nrif} 
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^Buenas dias, seiior. Yo tengo — yo tengo 
^Oh, sit down, Mr. Bowers,’ saj^s he. ‘I spent eight 
years in your country in colleges and law schools. Let 
me mix you a highball. Lemon peel, or not.^’ 

^‘Thus we got along. In about half an hour I was be- 
ginning to tell him about the scandal in our family when 
Aunt Elvira ran away with a Cumberland Presbyterian 
preacher. Then he says to me : 

“ T sent for you, Mr. Bowers, to let you know that 
you can have your friend Mr. O’Connor now. Of course 
we had to make a show of punishing him on account of 
his attack on General Tumbalo. It is arranged that 
he shall be released to-morrow night. You and he will 
be conveyed on board the fruit steamer Voyager^ bound 
for New York, which lies in the harbor. Your passage 
will be arranged for.’ 

*^‘One moment, judge,’ says I; "^that revolution ^ 

^^The judge lays back in his chair and howls. 

<<<Why,’ says he presently, ‘that was all a little joke 
fixed up by the boys around the court-room, and one or 
two of our cut-ups, and a few clerks in the stores- The 
town is bursting its sides with laughing. The boys 
made themselves up to be conspirators, and they — • 
what you call it? — stick Senor O’Connor for his money. 
It is very funny,’ 

“‘It was,’ says I, ‘I saw the joke all along. 
I’ll take another highball, if your Honor don’t 
mind.’ 

“The next evening just at dark a couple of soldiers 
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brought O’Connor down to liic boach, whiTc I wa.t 
waiting under a cocoanut-tree, 

'Hist !’ says I in his ear : 'Dona Isabel has arnuigeil 
our escape. Not a word!’ 

"They rowed us in a boat out to a little strainer 
that smelled of tabic d’hote salad oil and bone phos- 
phate. 

"The great, mellow, tropical moon was rising m we 
steamed away. O’Connor leaned on the tafFniil or rear 

balcony of the ship and gazed silently at Guaya *”*at 

Buncoville-on-the-Beach. 

He had the red rose in his hand. 

"'She will wait,’ I heard him say. 'Kyes like hers 
never deceive. But I shall see her again, 'rr.ailor^f 
cannot keep an O’Connor down Uwwr" 

"'You talk like a sequel,’ says I. ‘But in Vt)bnnr II 
please omit the light-haired friend who totes tie^ grub 
to the hero in his dungeon cell.’ 

"And thus reminiscing, we came Imek to New York 

There was a little silence hrolom only by the familiiir 
roar of the streets after Kansas Bill Bmvers ceased I idk 
ing. 

"Did O’Connor ever go back?” I nsketh 

"He attained liis heart’s desire,” said Bill. ‘an you 
walk two blocks ? I’ll show you.” 

He led me eastward and down a flight o( stairs Uiat 
was covered by a cunous-.shaped glowing* pagiida liJu- 
structure. Signs and figures on the tiled walls umi 
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supporting columns attested that we were in the Grand 
Central station of the subway. Hundreds of people 
were on the midway platform. 

An uptown express dashed up and halted. It was 
crowded. There was a rush for it by a still larger crowd. 

Towering above every one there a magnificent, broad- 
shouldered, athletic man leaped into the centre of the 
struggle. Men and women he seized in either hand and 
hurled them like manikins toward the open gates of the 
train. 

Now and then some passenger with a shred of soul and 
self-respect left to him turned to off'er remonstrance; 
but the blue uniform on the towering figure, the fierce 
and conquering glare of his eye and the ready impact of 
his ham-like hands glued together the lips that would 
have spoken complaint. 

When the train w’as full, then he exhibited to all who 
might observe and admire his irresistible genius as a ruler 
of men- With his knees, with his elbows, with his shoul- 
ders, with his resistless feet he shoved, crushed, slammed, 
heaved, kicked, flung, pounded the overplus of passengers 
aboard. Then with the sounds of its wheels drowmed by 
the moans, shrieks, prayers, and curses of its unfortu- 
nate crew, the express dashed aw’ay. 

“That’s him. Ain’t he a wonder?” said Kansas Bill 
admiringly. “That tropical country wasn’t the place 
for him. I wish the distinguished traveller, writer, war 
correspondent, and playright, Richmond Hobson Davis, 
could see him now. O’Connor ought to be dramatized.” 



THE ATAVISM OF JOHN TOM IJITI JC BEAR 


[O. Henry thought this tile best of tin* JctX IN'ters sto- 
ries, all the rest of which are inolmlctl in **Thf lh*ntie 
Grafter/' except “Cupid a la Carte*' in tlie "Heart t»f 
the West/' “The Atavism of John Tom l.ittle lh ar'* ap« 
peared in Everybody's Macjazlne for July, UHLS.] 

I SAW a light in Jeff Peters\s room over the Ut‘U hVont 
Drug Store. I hastened toward it, for I li.ul not ktuiwn 
that JefF was in town. He is ?i man of the Hatf ii hn^inU 
of a hundred occupations, with a story to tell (wluai 
he will) of each one. 

I found Jeff repacking his grip for a rt\n di»wn to 
Florida to look at an orange grove fr)r whieh fo* hati 
traded, a month before, his mining elnim on flie Vuk«>n. 
He kicked me a chair, with the same old hiirjiorniH, pro 
found smile on his seasoned eounfennnre. It had h»Tii 
eight months since we had mot, hut his grading 
such as men pass from day to day. Ji tr’M ser- 

vant, and the continent is a big lot across nhich h*’ vuiH 
to his many roads. 

For a while we .skirmished along fh<* edges of onpriJil . 
able talk which culminated in tlmt uncjuiet pmhlvm of 
the Philippines. 

^‘AIl them tropical races,” said Ji^ff, ^S'oidd lie run out 
better with their owm jockeys up. 'Phe tropiiMl mm 
knows what he wants. All he wants U a srasoo ticket 

34 
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to the cock-fights and a pair of Western Union climbers 
to go np the bread-fruit tree. The Anglo-Saxon man 
wants him to learn to conjugate and wear suspenders. 
He^ll be happiest in his own way/^ 

I was shocked, 

‘‘Education, man,” I said, “is the watchword. In 
time they will rise to our standard of civilization. Look 
at what education has done for the Indian.” 

“0-ho !” sang Jeff, lighting his pipe (which was a good 
sign). “Yes, the Indian! I’m looking. I hasten to 
contemplate the redman as a standard bearer of prog- 
ress. He’s the same as the other brown boys. You 
can’t make an Anglo-Saxon of him. Did I ever tell you 
about the time my friend John Tom Little Bear bit off 
the right car of the arts of culture and education and 
spun the teetotum back round to where it was wlien 
Columbus was a little boy? I did not? 

“John Tom Little Bear was an educated Cherokee 
Indian and an old friend of mine when I was in the Terri- 
tories. He was a graduate of one of them Eastern foot- 
ball colleges that have been so successful in teaching the 
Indian to use the gridiron instead of burning his victims 
at the stake. As an Anglo-Saxon, John Tom was 
copper-colored in spots. As an Indian, he was one of 
the whitest men I ever knew. As a Cherokee, he was 
a gentleman on the first ballot. As a ward of the nation, 
he was mighty hard to carr 3 r at the primaries, 

“John Tom and me got together and began to make 
medicine — how to get up some lawful, genteel swindle 
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which we might work in a quiet way so as not to excite 
the stupidity of the police or the cupidity of the larger 
corporations. We had close upon $500 between us, and 
we pined to make it grow, as all respectable capitalists 
do. 

^‘'So we figured out a proposition which seems to be as 
honorable as a gold mine prospectus and as profitable as 
a church raffle. And inside of thirty days you find us 
swarming into Kansas with a pair of fluent horses and a 
red camping wagon on the European plan. Jolin Tom 
is Chief Wish-Heap-Dough, the famous Indian medicine 
man and Samaritan Sachem of the Seven Tribes. Mr. 
Peters is business manager and half owner. We needed 
a third man, so we looked around and found J. Conyng- 
ham Binkly leaning against the want column of a news- 
paper. This Binkly has a disease for Shakespearian 
roles, and an hallucination about a 200 nights’ run on 
the New York stage. But he confesses that he never 
could earn the butter to spread on his William S. roles, 
so he is willing to drop to the ordinary baker’s kind, 
and be satisfied with a 200-mile run behind the medicine 
ponies. Besides Richard III, he could do twenty-seven 
coon songs and banjo specialties, and was willing to 
cook, and curry the horses. We carried a fine line of 
excuses for taking money. One was a magic soap for 
removing grease spots and quarters from clothes. One 
was a Sum-wah-tah, the great Indian Remedy made from 
a prairie herb revealed by the Great Spirit in a dream 
to his favorite medicine men, the great chiefs McGarrity 
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and SihcrsU in, Imltlcrs, Chicago. Ami tlic oilier was a 
frivoltius s^ste^l of pick-pocketing the Kunsastcrs that 
luul the (iejmrtment stores rcduccil to a decimal fructiou. 
Look ve! A pair of silk garters, a dream lK)ok, one 
dozen clotliespins, a gold totith, ami ‘Wlieu Knighthood 
Was in Flower' all wrapptsl up in a gennine Japanese 
siikarina iiandkercluef and handed to the hamisotue lady 
l»y Mr, IVlers ftir the trivial sum of fifty cents, while 
Lrofcssur Uinkly entertains us in a tliree inlnute round 
with the banjo, 

** 'Twas an eminent graft we Inul, We ravaged peace- 
fully througti the Slate, <letermlnetl to remove jdl doubt 
us If# why 'twas called bleeding Kansas, John Tom 
Little Bear, in full Imlian < hief's e<»stume, drew crtnub 
away from the parchesi sficiables ami gtaernmenl owner- 
fillip <mnversa7.iones. While at the football colh^gf' in 
the Hast h<* hail acipiircfl quantities of rhelfiric and tlte 
art of catisthf'nies and sophistry in his classes, ami wlu*n 
he stooil up in the reel wagtm ami explained to the 
farmers, ehajnent, about chilblains ami hyperu’sttiesia of 
thf^ cranium, Jetr couldn’t hand out the Indian Uemnly 
fast enough for Vm. 

*‘<)ne riigiit we was cainpefl on the etlge of a tittle toviu 
<iut West of Saliiia, We idwayH campefl near a strefun, 
and put up a little tent. Sonadimf's we N<»h! fud of the 
Ilemedy unrxpeeietL and then ('hh*f Wish fLap Dough 
would Imve a elream in which the Manittm coiimmndefi 
him to fdl up n few iHittleii of Sum wuh tnh at tlic most 
convcnienl pluce, about ten o’clock, and we’d 



38 Bolling Stones 

just got in from a street perfornianee. I was in iht‘ ivni 
with the lantern, figuring up the day's prolits* Anhn 
Tom hadn't taken off his Indian make-up, and w uh sit t in - 
by the campfire minding a fine sirloin sieak in the jiati 
for the Professor till he finished Ids hair-rai.dng n* 
with the trained horses. 

^^All at once out of dark bushes conies a pop iikt* n !iri 
cracker, and John Tom gives a grunt and digs out of hi^ 
bosom a little bullet that has dented itst-lf ag-dn^t In', 
collar-bone. John Tom makes a dive in the dir«« of 
the fireworks, and comes back dragging in* tin* etdlar a 
kid about nine or ten years young, in a velvidin n odf, 
with a little nickel-mounted rifle in his hand ahouf n . lui' 
as a fountain-pen. 

^‘TIcre,you pappoo.se,’ says rfohn 'Foin, 'what nrr ymi 
gunning for with that Imwit/.er? V(Ui hit .ntn 

bod\' in the eye. (!ome out, Jef!*, am! niititl tfi»- .r. il.. 
Don’t let it burn, while 1 inveslignti* fids d* rnon ul? i 
the pea shooter.’ 

^Cowardly red.skin,’ says thf kii! lilo* iif vur* qnof 
from a favorite author. ‘Dare to burn nu* nl dukr 
and the paleface will sweep you from lliv j»rairie i lib- 
like everything. Now, you [eunue go, (»r Til t**!! m ouinu,’ 

“John Tom jdants the kul on a eanprstooh ami * 
down by him. 'Now, tell the big rldef,’ h,. s ‘vJi.v 
you try to shoot pellets into your f hude JnUn i .y*dem. 
Didn’t you know' it was loaded ?' 

“‘Arc you a Indian.?’ a.sks the kid, Umkhu^ uu n. 
you please at John Tom’s buckskin and eagle 
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‘I am/ aiiya John l\>m. ^VVi»IU thi*n, thai\s why/ 
unswi^rs tho boy, swin^ln^ l/is ftn*!. I lu'urly hi the 
steak Imrn \vatohini»; iiu* iutvc of that y<um^‘^stcr. 

says Tom, *l see. You’re the Boy 

AvengiT. Aiul ytm’ve .sworn to riil the eonllneul of ihv 
savHj^e rethuaa. Is thiit about the way of it, sou?^ 

‘*Tbe kitl lialfweiv tunhieil !iis he:ul. Ami then he 
looked ’Twas imieeent to wrin;; his secret from 

his bosom Indore a single brave had fallen before his 
parlor ritle, 

“'Now, tell us where your wigwam is, pafjpoose/ says 
John 'Foni ‘where ymi live? Y<jur mamma will be 
worrying about you being out so late. 'IVll me, and 
I’ll take you lionn*/ 

*“The kid grin^. *i goes^ not/ he says, H li\e thoii- 
sutuls ami thousands of ml!»*s over there.'* lie gyrated 
his lijtnti toward tlm horizon. *I come on tla* train/ he 
ssys, iiV myself, ! got (dl* la n* lieeati^u* the conductor 
SMiii my tiekei hat! e% pirnteti.' 1 h‘ looks at dohn'rom 
with sjjdden .su.picifm, ‘1 bet you ain’t a Ittclian/ lie 
.snys, *Y<ui don’t talk like n Indi/ui. You hu»k like one, 
hill all a Imliaii can say is “heap good” ami “paleface 
<he.” Hay, i he! y*»u are one of tliem makt' lielieve In- 
dians that sell medicine on tlie streets. I saw one once 
in <*hiiney,’ 

“*VtHi never mint!/ says John 'I'oin, ‘whether I’m a 
cigar s5e,n or a d'ammany earlofui. 'rite (|UrMtton hefore 
the eounel! js what’s to he done with you, Viiu’ve run 
away from liorne, Vou’ve In^eti r«*utl!itg HfiwellH, You've 
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disgraced the profession of boy avengers iiy tryin.-r f<> 
shoot a tame Indian, and never saying: “Die, ting of 
a redskin! You have crossed the path of (he IJov Avon • 
ger nineteen times too often.” What tlo you mean (jy 
it?’ 

“The kid thought for a minute. *I guess I uiiuie a 
mistake,’ he says. ‘I ought to have gone farther west. 
They find ’em wild out there in the canons.’ He lioiiK 
out his hand to John Tom, the little rascal. ‘I’lease 
excuse me, sir,’ says he, ‘for shooting at you. 1 hojie 
it didn’t hurt you. But you ought to he more careful. 
When a scout sees a Indian in hus war-dress, lus ritle 
must speak.’ Little Bear give a big Iniigli wi I h a m hnof t 
at the end of it, and swings the kid tea feel high ami si t , 
him on his shoulder, and the runaway fingers the fringe 
and the eagle feathers and is full <»f tlie joy the white 
man knows when he dangles his heels again .f an inferior 
race. It is plain that Little Hear and that kid nri- 
chums from that on. The little renegarie has already 
smoked the pipe of peace with the savage; am! you cun 
see in his eye that he is figuring on a tomahawk and a 
pair of moccasins, children’s size. 

have supper in the tent. The y<timgster looks 
upon me and the Profe.s.sor as ordinary hraves, onlv in 
tended as a background to the camp .scene. When he 
is seated on a box of Suin-wali-tah, with the wig,* „( the 
table sawing his nock, and his mouth full of hrefsteak. 
Little Bear calls for his name, ‘Roy,’ .says the khl. with 
a sirloiny sound to it. But when the re.st of it and lii^ 
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pofit oilu ‘0 .'ultiross Is n»ft rml lo, ho s!»nko8 his Iu\ul. *I 
guos.s n.j!,’ ho stiys, ‘Vmfll soiul nio t>aok. I wiuil to 
.stay \nlh you* 1 !iko Ihii ouinpiiifif oiu. At humo, wo 
follows It. id u onuif) in our hunk yard. I'lioy nuHtd itw 
lio\\ tiio Uotl Wolf! I ^uosis lliui’ll do for u naiuo* 
(timiuo ajtolltor ptoro tjf l»*ofsti%*ik, ploaso.’* 

”Wo had lo lo <*p that kid. Wo know tiuu’c* was n hul- 
lahaloo uliout hiui soiuowhoros^ ntul that Maruiiui, iirut 
l^nch* Harr>s ntu! Aunt Jaiio* luni tho (‘hitd tif Ihdioo 
woro hot aflor llndin?^ his trad, htif not nrudlior word 
would ho toll u-s. In two days ho was tho nuisotii of tho 
HiK laiioino tnddl, niul all ttf u*i hati n ,sti»’aki!ij^ hopi* 
that his tnvnors wsuildn’t turn uju Win !) t!u' rod wa;:»ori 
WHS doin/^ hu'iinoss ho was Ui iuh! pa^'od up iht* 
botflies in Mr, rotf^rs pruut! ami sa^Isl! *d as a prliua* 
thal'.^ ni>jurod a two huudrod dollar vrnwn for a fuiiliiui- 
tloUar |iar\ ono*- i* . <ht o dulut 'Toiti a .ki d huu siuuo- 
thin^^ nhrud hi . o.ip i, *I ain't ^;ot any ho says, 

‘Ho t unuoil away anti h ft u*. flo ifiado n»y uiHinira ory. 
Aunt laio\ '‘ iVM lio's a diapo,* *\ wh it ' ojnohody asks 
tiiin, *A Jiajo*/ iuvs th»* kid; Und f>f a shaju* 

loHtiii*' i'o oh, yos, a f ofid< iiutnnri ih.apo. I dun*! ktiow 
wfiat it :jj* an »d 4 fn!in d*<on wsas fto' out* brand 

(Ui fiutu and dri's.uo^ him up liko a li'Mo ohiof, wlt|| 
waiiijnuo and hoaii *, hut I vi-t#ii*s it, ‘Soon hod i 'a lo t 
fhni l,id, u 01 V \i» w of d, .and tlo'V may want hun, ^ ot| 
lot tin* trv him nilh a f*ov st rat afo iits, and t if I ran't 
got a looik a! hi « visit in|' oard,* 

'*So that night, t gnos up to Mr. Uoy lUank hy tlm 
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camp-fire, and looks at him contcmpluoiis niul sfua'niu!, 
‘Snickenwitzel !’ saj's I, like the wor«l made m* '■ii ; 
‘Snickenwitzel ! Bah! Before IM he miiiinl t'tik'. n- 
witzel P 

“‘What’s the matter with jou, .lefi’r” saivs the 1 id, 
opening his eyes wide. 

“‘Snickenwitzel!’ I repeats, and 1 s|:!it the wind ou!, 
‘I saw a man to-day from your town, and lie tuhlmi ymir 
name. I’m not surprised you was a-^iinmed to ti il ii. 
Snickenwitzel ! Whew !’ 

“‘Ah, here, now,’ .says the hoy, indl'oiiiiit and wri;;. 
gling all over, ‘what’s tiie matter with you? 'j’lial ain’t 
mynarae. It’s Conyer.s. \Vhar.s the m.ili. r wit’i v.iij:’ 

“‘And that’s not the worst of i!,’ I \uul on oni. I, 
keeping him hot and not giving him lim.- to tl.ii ^ e 
thought you wa.s from a nice, well-to do famil . ! !. ; , 's 

Mr. Little Bear, a chief of iheCliemkee \ < n:;'!' .! to e . ir 
nine otter tails on Iiis Sumlay Miiiiio l, and ..r 

Binkly, who plays Sliakespeare and !!!■• hanjn. ard ne , 
that’s got hundrcd.sofdollars in that Id n k liiil os in th.- 
wagon, and we’ve got to he careful uh.mt the eompnnv «.• 
keep. That man tells me your folks live ’vmy d.m,, in 
little old Hencoop Alley, where there are no aid- aniks, 
and the goats oat off the table with you.’ 

“Tliat kid wa.s almost crying now. ‘T.tiaf mi.' !m 
splutters. ‘He — he don’t know what he's tidkiny about 
We live on Poplar Av’noo. I <lon’f 'soeiale with goats. 
What’s the matter with yoH.*^’ 

“‘Poplar Avenue,’ .say.s r,.sarea,sl!e. ‘I’ophir Av. nue' 
That’s a street to live on ! It only runs two hb. k . .and 
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then falls ojfF a bluff. You can throw a keg of nails the 
whole length of it. Don’t talk to me about Poplar 
Avenue.’ 

‘It’s — it’s miles long,’ says the kid. ^Our number’s 
86-^ and there’s lots of houses after that. What’s the 
matter with — aw, you make me tired, Jeff.’ 

‘‘Well, well, now,’ says I. ‘I guess that man made a 
mistake. Maybe it was some other boy he was talking 
about. If I catch him I’ll teach him to go around 
slandering people.’ And after supper I goes up town 
and telegraphs to Mrs. Conyers, 862 Poplar Avenue, 
Quincy, 111., that the kid is safe and sassy with us, and 
will be held for further orders. In two hours an answer 
comes to hold him tight, and she’ll start for him by next 
train, 

^‘The next train was due at 6 p. m. the next day, and 
me and John Tom was at the depot with the kid. You 
might scour the plains in vain for the big Chief Wish- 
Heap-Dough. In his place is Mr. Little Bear in the 
human habiliments of the Anglo-Saxon sect; and the 
leather of his shoes is patented and the loop of his neck- 
tie Is copyrighted. For these things John Tom had 
grafted on him at college along with metaphysics and the 
knockout guard for the low tackle. But for his com- 
plexion, which is some yellowish, and the black mop of 
his straight hair, you might have thought here was an 
ordinary man out of the city directory that subscribes 
for magazines and pushes the lawn-mower in his shirt- 
sleeves of evenings. 

“Then the train rolled in, and a little woman in a gray 
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dresS) with sort of illuniinjituig huir, slidos ofT iuul looks 
Around quick. And the Boy Aveni^or sees Iut, and yt'lls 
'Mamma,’ and she cries ‘OT and Hiey nund iti n c]\nc\u 
and now the pesky redskins can come forUi ii'orn flu’ir 
caves on the plains without fear any more of i!u* ride of 
Eoy, the Rod Wolf. Mrs. Conyers cemu s up ;i ml i li inks 
me an’ John Tom without the usual e\l remit • viui al 
ways look for in a woman. She says Jusi in a 

way to convince, and there is no ineideiilal miiN,e i>y ths* 
orchestra. I made a few illiterafe reqnisilitjns o|»!Ut tin 
^l^t of conversation, at which the lady smiies f? it iull v, 
as If she had known me a week. And tlun Mr. IJltle 
Bear adorns the atmosphere with the vari(His idiom * into 
which education can fracture the wind of sp*‘eeh. f 
could see the kid’s mother didn't qttite place di^!m '|\»jn ; 
but it seemed she was apprised in his dialeeN. and .she 
played up to his lead in the .science of mnkinit wortls 
do the work of one. 

"That kid introduced us, with some friotmdes and e\ 
planations that made things plnim*r than a \^erk of 
rhetoric. He danced around, and pniirhcd m in th<* 
back, and tried to climb John Torn's leg, ‘71us is .bdin 
Tom, mamma,’ says he, 'He’s a radian, I le sell * mvdi 
cine in a red wagon. I shot him, but he uasn'l wild. 
The other one’s Jeff. He’s a fakir, too. on and 

see the camp where we live, won’t you, mninmn?’ 

"It is plain to see that the life of the wonmn in tJtat 
boy. She has got him again where her arms mn 'rat In r 
him, and that’s enough. She’s ready to du anything to 
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please him. She hesitates the eighth of a second and 
takes another look at these men. I imagine she says to 
herself about John Tom, ‘Seems to be a gentleman, if his 
hair don’t curl.’ And Mr. Peters she disposes of as 
follows: ‘No ladies’ man, but a man who knows a lady.’ 

“So we all rambled down to the camp as neighborly as 
coming from a wake. And there she inspects the wagon 
and pats the place with her hand where the kid used to 
sleep, and dabs around her eyewinkers with her hand"- 
kerchief. And Professor Binkly gives us ‘Trovatore’ 
on one strong of the banjo, and is about to slide off into 
Hamlet’s monologue when one of the horses gets tangled 
in his rope and he must go look after him, and says 
something about ‘foiled again.’ 

“When it got dark me and John Tom walked back up 
to the Corn Exchange Hotel, and the four of us had 
supper there. I think the trouble started at that supper, 
for then was when Mr. Little Bear made an intellectual 
balloon ascension. I held on to the tablecloth, and 
listened to him soar. That redman, if I could judge, 
had the gift of information. He took language, and did 
with it all a Roman can do with macaroni. His vocal 
remarks was all embroidered over with the most scholarly 
verbs and prefixes. And his syllables was smooth, and 
fitted nicely to the joints of his idea. I thought I’d 
heard him talk before, but I hadn’t. And it wasn’t the 
size of his words, but the way they come ; and ’twasn’t 
his subjects, for he spoke of common things like cathe- 
drals and football and poems and catarrh and souls and 
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freight rates and sculpture. jMrs. Conyer.s mult rshxul 
his accents, and the elegant souiitls went hack .•iml foriii 
between ’em. And now and then Jeirer.>ion 1). Ik i- i s 
would intervene a few shop-worn, .scn.'.e!es.s wonJs io li.n>- 
the butter passed or another leg of the ehieken. 

“Yes, John Tom Little Boar appeared to he iim i;;!- .! 
some in his bosom about tliat Mr.s. Conyers. She » ,i-i of 
the kind that pleases. She hud the good I<»ti!:.s and mot-i , 
I’ll tell you. You take one of these eioal; modi K ;n a hig 
store. They strike you as being on the impersonal > y > ■ 
tem. They arc adapted for the eye. What fliey ran 
to is inches around and complexion, aiul the art of fan - 
ning the delusio ' that the .sealskin wotdd look jn d ns 
well on the lady with tlic warts and the pnel f himl,. 
Now, if one of them models was off <hity, and \ mi luol. 
it, and it would say ‘Charlie’ when yon presKe*! il. and 
sit up at the table, why, then you wouiil have ! Iilng 
similar to Mrs. Conyers, I could see hnw .John 'rum 
could resist any inclination to hate that white scpiaw. 

“The lady and the kid stayed at the hotel. In the 
morning, they say, they will start for home. Me and 
Little Bear left at eight o’clock, and sold lodi 'n Itemed y 
on the courthouse square till nine. I le leaves me and 
the Professor to drive down to camp, while he ste v.t itp 
town, I am not enamored with that plan, for it show i 
John Tom is uneasy in his composures, and that h adi 
to firewater, and sometimes to the gn-efj co»n <!atiee and 
costs. Not often doc.s Chief Wish-Hcnp-nmigh g- ! hu-. v 
with the firewater, but wheiKwer 1«< dwsi there i , h,-*,) 
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much doing in the lodges of the palefaces who wear uine 
and carry tlie club. 

‘‘At half-past nine Professor Binkly is rolled in his 
quilt snoring in blank verse, and I am sitting by the fire 
listening to the frogs. Mr. Little Bear slides into camp 
and sits down against a tree. There is no symptoms 
of firewater. 

“‘Jeff,’ says he, after a long time, ‘a little boy came 
West to hunt Indians.’ 

“ ‘Well, then.^’ says I, for I wasn’t thinking as he was* 

“‘And he bagged one,’ says John Tom, ‘and ’twas not 
with a gun, and he never had on a velveteen suit of 
clothes In his life.’ And then I began to catch his smoke. 

“ ‘I know it,’ says I. ‘And Fll bet you his pictures are 
on valentines, and fool men are his game, red and white. 

“‘You w'In on the red,’ says John Tom, cairn. ‘Jeff, 
for liow many ponies do you think I could buy Sirs. 
Conyers?’ 

“‘Scandalous talk!’ I replies. ^’Tis not a paleface 
custom.’ John Tom laughs loud and bites Into a cigar. 
‘No,’ he answers ; ‘ ’tis the savage equivalent for the dol- 
lars of the white man’s marriage settlement. Oh, I 
know. There’s an eternal wall betw^een the races. If I 
could do it, Jeff, I’d put a torch to every white college 
that a redman has ever set foot inside. Why don’t you 
leave us alone,’ he says, ‘to our own ghost-dances and 
dog-feasts, and our dingy squaws to cook our grass- 
hopper soup and darn our moccasins?’ 

“‘Now', you sure don’t mean disrespect to the peren- 
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nial blossom entitled education?’ says I, srnndalimi, 
‘because I wear it in the bosom of mv own intellectual 
shirt-waist. I’ve had education,’ says I, ‘and never took 
any harm from it.’ 

“‘You lasso us,’ goes on Little Bear, not noticing my 
prose insertions, ‘and teach us what is henuf iful in litera- 
ture and in life, and how to appreciate what is fine in 
men and women. What have you done tt» .s.iys he. 
‘You’ve made me a Cherokee Moses. You’\e taught me 
to hate the wigwams and love the white man’s wav.s. I 
can look over into the promised land and see .Mrs. <’oti- 
yers, but my place is — on tlic reservation.’ 

“Little Bear stands up in his chief’s dress, ami lauglu 
again. ‘But, white man Jeff,’ he goes on, ‘the paleface 
provides a recourse. ’Tis a temporary om\ Init it gives 
a respite and the name of it is whiskey.’ And straight 
off he walks up the path to town again. ‘.Vow,’ says I 
in my mind, ‘may the Manitou move him to d«i only hail 
able things this night!’ For I pere<‘iv<> that .lolm Tom 
is about to avail himself of the white tiuin’.s solaee. 

“Maybe it was 10 : 80 , a.s I sat smoking, when I hear 
pit-a-pats on the path, and here comes .Mrs. ('otiyer.s 
running, her hair twi.sted up any way, atul a look on her 
face that says burglars and mice atul the flour’s .iJl out 
rolled in one. ‘Oh, Mr. Peters,’ she calls out, as they 
wfll, ‘oh, oh!’ I made a quick think, and I spoke the 
gist of it out loud. ‘Now,’ say.s I, ‘we’ve Iteen brothers, 
me and that Indian, but I’ll make a good one of him 
two minutes if ’ 
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no, slu* says, wlU! ami crru'kln^ lu'r knuoLUs, 
*l liavt'ift svini Mr. Lilih* Hour. ’Tis my - Imslmnd. 
Ill 's stt)U'U iny laiy- Oh,' slu* says, V)iist vvlu'U I hn<l him 
bat*k in my arms ajjjain ! That lu*artU*ss villain ! I*!\t*ry 
hit trnu'ss lift* knows,' slu* says, ‘lu*'s unuK* uu* driiik. My 
juujr lit Ur lamh, tliat ottght to bo warm in his bod, oarriod 
<jir by that tioruir 

**Ulo\v diti all this happoii?' 1 ask. *Lot\s have tho 
faols.’ 

‘*‘1 was fixing liis lanl,' sho o\jd:uns, \iiul Ut^y was 
playing on Iho bolt*! ptiroh aiul lu* tlrlvt'S up t(» tho stojis, 
I luanl Htjy son-nm, and ran <nd. My husband luul 
him in Uu* bu;>j/;y tlum. I lH*;^i;od hitti for my ohlld. 
'rhis is what ho gavo nu*.' Slu* !urn*» la r f lot* to Iho 
li;dd. ''I’horo is a orinison sltval; runnh)/;; nortv;s !mt 
ch k ami tnouth. Mloditl that with his nhip.' sho says. 

^' U'tnno !wu*k to tho hott l,’ says I, hind wt’ll sia* uhui 
can h.* dmio.' 

‘H)n tho way slu* tolls uu* stuno (»f tht* \\la*roforos, 
Whoii ho sla^hoii luo* with tho v^hip ho tolti hor lu* found 
Old slio was oomin/ji; ftir tho kiti, and lu* was on tht* sanu* 
train. Mrs. (’onyors had boon Hvin^ij; with lior brotlior, 
ami IhiyM uatobotl tho Iitiy always, us bor husband had 
triotl ttj sttul him bt*f<u*t*. I that man was worst* 

than a stroot railway prtmudor. U sooms ho hatl spout 
hor niom*v and slni‘;|,^«*d luT and kllhal lior rnnnr\ hird, 
and tt>ki it aronml that sho had oohl fot*!, 

*b\t tho ludol wo ftnuul a nuiss nu‘oting of fno infu- 
riattsl oiti/ons rlu*winjf tobaooo ami dontntnoing tho out- 
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rage. Most of the town was ash^-p hy ton o’oltick. I 
talks the lady some quiet, and tolls her I u ill tale the uiu* 
o’clock train for the next town, forty ni:lt*<> oasf, ft>r it 
is likely that the estoemod Mr. Conyers will dn\o thnn* 
to take the cars. ‘I doift know%’ I lt*!U le*?', *hnf vhat 
he has legal rights; but if I fiinl him I enn givt* h!tn ntt 
illegal left in the eye, and tie him up for a thw nr two, 
anyhow, on a disturbal of the peace proposItliMj.'* 

‘^Mrs. Conyers goes inside and cries wilh Ha* landlorirs 
wife, who is fixing some catnip tea that will malo every- 
thing all riglit for the poor dear. The tamllord conu-s 
out on the porch, tlminbing his one suspeiuh r, ami says 
to me : 

‘Ain’t had so much excitements in town since Uni- 
ford Stccgall’s wdfe swallered a spring Ii.%aril I se* it 
him through tho.winder hit her with the boggy whip, nnti 
everything. Whntls that suit of elothi »s ro d Vint you 
got on ? ’Pears like we’d have some rain, i!.>n’f i ! ? Say. 
doc, that Indian of yorn’s on a kind of n wit!// t.i 
ain’t he? He comes along just !K‘f<irc you nmi I 
told him about this here occurrence. He .jives a cMt’tn 
kind of a hoot, and frotted ofT. I guess our cotistulile ’ll 
have him in the lock-up ’fore morning.’ 

“I thought I’d sit on flic porch anti waif f,tr th.- nti,. 
o’clock train. I wa.sn’t feeling sufurateil Mitli ni r''i. 
Here was John Tom on ono of hi« sprees, and this { id 
napping business losing sleep for me. IJut ( h-n. !’,» a! - 
ways having trouble with other pwple’s tn.uhles, Mvery 
few minutes Mrs. Conyers would etime out on tli- porch 
and look down the road the way the buggy went. like 4.e 
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expectocl to see that kid cominj^ back <m a while pony 
witii u red apple In his hand. Now, wasn't Ihul like a 
woman? And that brings up eui.s* saw a mouse go 
in this liole,' says Mrs. ( at ; 'you can go prizt' up a plank 
over there if you like; I'll watch this hole/ 

*'About a <iuarter to one o'clock the lady comes out 
again, restless, crying easy, us feumies thi for llieir own 
anunsenient, and she looks down that road again aiul lis- 
tens, *Now, ma'am/ says I, 'there's no usf watching 
cold wheeh tracks. IJy this time they're halfway to 

'Hush,' she says, holding up her hand. And £ 

do hear soiiielhing coming Mlijidlnp' in the dark; ami 
tlien there is (lie awfulest war whoop t‘Ver heard outside 
of IMadison Square (Jarden at a Huiralo Hill mnlin^'a*. 
And up the stej’s nitd on to the porch jumps tiu' dlsre- 
upectahle Indian. 'Tlie lamp in the hall shines <ui hiimnml 
I fail to rccogni/e Mr, *1. 1'. Little lhar, uliminus of the 
class of '91. What I see is a (‘herokce hniMs and the 
warpath is what he has been travelling, hhrcw.ater and 
other things have got him g<»iiig. His hm'kskin is Iinng- 
ing in string’., and his feathers are mixed up hkt* a frizzly 
hen's. ’The dust of miles is on his mciecasins, arid the 
light in Ids lye is the kiml the ahorigines wear, Hu! in 
his unns he livings that kid. Ids eyes half do .ed, w ith his 
little slujcs <IangUng and <»ne hand fust around the In« 
dlai/s collar. 

Mhippoosel’ says John ^riim, and I nofici* that tlie 
flowers <»f the white man's syntax have left Id^* tongue. 
He is the original proposition in laair’s daws am! ertpper 
color. *Me bring/ says he, and he lays the kiti in his 
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mother’s arms. ‘Run fifteen niiliV snys Jcjhn 'Foin — 
‘Ugh! Catch white man. Bring papjuuisf.’ 

“The little woman is in extreinit ifs of She 

must wake up that stir-up trouble yniuig^ter an<i hug 
him and make? proelamaiion that ht‘ is his nruinua’s ou n 
precious treasure. I was about to ask <ti!t siionH, Init 
I looked at Mr. Little Bear, and my eve e.uight t h** sight 
of something in his belt. ‘Now go to bed, ina’Mtti/ ays 
I, ‘and this gadabout youngster iiktnvise, for tin rt \ nn 
more danger, and tlio kidnapping bu.siru.s; i'. nut uhat. 
it was earlier in the night.’ 

“I inveigled «Jolm Tom <Iown to enmp quick, and ehi*n 
he tumbled over asleep I got that thing otjt tif h; » In It 
and disposed of it wliere tlie eye of edueafion c' nl ice 
it. For even the football col!egi‘S di^njqjrtivr of th** art 
of scalp-taking in their etirrieulums. 

“It is ten o’clock n<’xt day when Johrj *^ro?n np 

and looks around. I am glad to see the niiirtrrtjih eeit* 
tury in his eyes again. 

“‘What was it, JefT.^’’ he asks. 

“ ‘Heap firewater,’ says L 

“John Tom frowns, and Ifurdcs a little, H'omhinetl/ 
says he directly, ‘with tlH‘ interesting little phy .iologienl 
shake-up known as reversion to type* I reniejjjher luof, 
Have they gone yet ?’ 

“‘On the 7:30 train,’ I answers* 

“ ‘Ugh !’ says John Tom ; ‘better .so. Ihilefaf^e, bring 
big Chief Wish-Hoap-Dough a little brorno sep/. »*. ard 
then he’ll take up the rodman’s burden again. 



HELPING THE OTHER FELLOW 

[Originallj published in Munsey^s Magazine, December, 

1908 .] 

"But can thim that helps others help thimselves !** 

This is the story that William Trotter told me on the 
beach at Aguas Frescas while I waited for the gig of the 
captain of the fruit steamer Andador wliich was to take 
me abroad. Reluctantly I was leaving the Land of Al- 
ways Afternoon. William was remaining, and he favored 
me with a condensed oral autobiography as wc sat on the 
sands in the shade cast by the Bodega Nacional, 

As usual, I became aware that the Man from Bombay 
had already written the story ; but as he had compressed 
it to an eight-word sentence, I have become an expan- 
sionist, and have quoted his phrase above, with apologies 
to him and best regards to Terence^ 

II 

‘‘Don’t you ever have a desire to go back to the land 
of derby hats and starched collars I asked him. “You 
seem to be a handy man and a man of action,” I con- 
tinued, “and I am sure I could find you a comfortable 
job somewhere in the States,” 

Ragged, shiftless, barefooted, a confirmed eater of the 
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lotos, William Trotter liad i)lenstcl me mucli, niul I Ijnted 
to sec him gobbled up by the tropics, 

‘T’ve no doubt you could,” he said, ully split the 
bark from a section of sugar-cane. ‘‘Tve no tlould y<m 
could do mucli for me. If every man coult! <lo as much 
for himself as he can for others, every cotirdry in the 
world would be holding millcnnituus insti^ad of centen- 
nials.” 

There seemed to be pabulum in W, T.\s vvtirtN. Ami 
then another idea came to me. 

1 had a brother in Chicopee Fidls who ownetl manu- 
factories — cotton, or sugar, or A. A, sheet ing-i, nr some- 
thing in the commercial line. He was vul/pirly rieh, nml 
therefore reverenced art. The artistic ti*mper:m‘ent td 
the family was monopoliml at my hlrth. I Itu w that 
Brother James would honor my sllgldest wl 4i. I vMujld 
demand from him a position m cotton, sugar, or sle dd- 
ings for William Trotter — something, say, at t\u» hun- 
dred a month or thereabout. I c(mnde<I my h (i and 
made my large propositions to William. lie hatl plea set} 
me much, and he was ragged. 

While we were talking, there was a sound of firing guns 
— four or five, rattlingly, as if by a stuiml 'rh * chrrr- 
ful noise came from the direction of the cuartet, wldelt 
is a kind of makeshift barracks for tlie soIdierH of the 
republic. 

“Hear that ?” said William Trotter. **Let me ti 1! you 
about it. 

“A year ago I landed on this coast witlt one soUturv 
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dollar. I have tho sauu» stmi in my puoUot today. I 
was socoiul cook on a trump fruitor; ami tlmy marooned 
me litOH* eur!v one morning, without benelit ot ch*r^\S 
just beeuuse 1 [un;llie('d the face of the (irsl mate with 
ol\eese <uueletle at dinner. The fellt>w had kiektal be- 
cause IM pul horseradish in it instead of clu'est‘. 

‘‘When they threw me out of the yawl int<» tiiree feet 
of surf, I waded ashore and sat <lown under a pahndrt'e. 
By anti by a fine looking white man with a red fate and 
white i‘li»Uies, ^tmteel us ptissihle, hut somewhat under 
the intiuem'e, eauu* atul sat down lieside me. 

“I had m»l ietal there was a kiiul <if a village hack o( the 
beaela atul etnmgh setmery to outtit a dt^/tm tntniug- 
picture slaav't. Hut I thougid, <if eoitrst% il was a enn- 
nihal sidatrh, ami I was womfering wladher I was to he 
fiervetl wilh earro^s <u' imishiauuns. And, us I say, this 
ilressetl up man sds hesitle me, nml wt* lieetane frit mis in 
the spaet* <d a mimde t^r two. Ft»r an htnir we talked, 
nnd he tokl me all zdami it. 

“It .Msans lli.at lie was a man of parts, rouseientious- 
ness i.i* ’d iudlality, hesitles hi ing edueaU'd and a 
WTcek !e III.'* appetities, lie told me .dl about It, (^ol- 
legivs h id turm’u aim out, and <listllieries tiad talo n !tim 
iiu IjA I tell ytn* his name? U whh t'liHonl Wain- 
Wright. I dltla’I esaetly eat eh tht* eausi' of Ids being 
cast away on that partieidar strtdeh of *Stmth Aimuaca; 
but I reckon it wan his own business, I nsketl him if heM 
ever been seeoml cook on n tramp fruiter, ami he said ,io : 
no that conehuied my line of .surmises. But tie talked 
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like the encyclopedia from ‘A — Berlizi’ to *Tril« — 
Zyria.’ And he carried a watch — a .silver arrangement 
with works, and up to date within twenty-four hours, 
anyhow. 

“Tm pleased to have met you,’ .say.s Waitiwright. 
‘Pm a devotee to the groat joss Boo/e ; [>ut my riuuinal- 
ing facilities arc unrepaired,’ says he - or aonhs Ig t hat 
effect. ‘And I hate,’ says he, ‘to .see fooLs trying to run 
the world.’ 

“‘I never touch a drop,’ says I, ‘and there are nmjiy 
kinds of fools; and the world runs on it.s own iipev, 
according to science, with no meddling fi-om me.’ 

“‘I was referring,’ says lie, ‘to the presiil.iit of this 
republic. Ilis country is in a de.sperale coiniition. Its 
treasury is empty, it’s on the verge of war with Niraiimla, 
and if it wasn’t for the hot weatlier the people would la* 
starting revolutions in every town. Here i.s a nation.’ 
goes on Wainwrigiit, ‘on the brink of dest nu-t ion. A man 
of intelligence could rescue it from its iiiifietiding tioom 
in one day by issuing the nece.ssary edicts and orders. 
President Gomez knows nothing <if .stntesmHusliip <ir 
policy. Do you know Adam Smith ?’ 

Lemme see,’ says I. ‘There wn.s a one I'ared man 
named Smith in Fort Worth, Texa.s, hut I tl.ink his first 
name was 

“‘I am referring to the political economist,’ ,uvs 
Wainwright. 

“ ‘S’mother Smith, then,’ says 1. ‘The one I speak of 
never was arrested/ 
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“So Wainwright boils some more with indignation at 
the insensibility of people who are not corpulent to fill 
public positions ; and then he tells me he is going out to 
the president’s summer palace, which is four miles from 
Aguas Frescas, to instruct him in the art of running 
steam-heated republics. 

“ ^Come along with me, Trotter,’ says he, ^and I’ll show 
you what brains can do.’ 

“^Anything in it.?’ I asks. 

“ ^The satisfaction,’ says he, ^of redeeming a country 
of two hundred thousand population from ruin back to 
prosperity and peace.’ 

^ ^Great,’ says L ‘I’ll go with you. I’d prefer to eat 
a live broiled lobster just now; but give me liberty as 
second choice if I can’t be in at the death.’ 

“Wainwright and me permeates through the town, 
and he halts at a rum-disj)ensary. 

“ ‘Have you any money?’ he asks. 

“‘I have,’ saj^s I, fishing out my silver dollar. ‘I 
always go about with adequate sums of money.’ 

“ ‘Then we’ll drink,’ says Wainwright. 

“ ‘Not me,” says I. ‘Not any demon rum or any of its 
ramifications for mine. It’s one of my non-weaknesses.’ 

“ ‘It’s my failing,’ says he. ‘What’s your particular 
soft point?’ 

“‘Industry,’ says I, promptly. ‘I’m hard-working, 
diligent, industrious, and energetic.’ 

“ ‘My dear Mr. Trotter,’ says he, ‘surely I’ve known 
you long enough to tell you you are a liar. Every man 
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must have his own particular woukuo.ss, atul his own par- 
ticular strength in other things. Now, vou wIU liti v nw 
a drink of rum, and we will call on President Cimne/./ 

Ill 

‘Well, sir,” Trotter went on, “we walks the ftuir inilrs 
out, through a virgin consorvatorv of pnhus and ferns 
and other roof-garden products, to the presldt ril’s sum 
nicr White House. It was blue, and remiudttl yuu of 
what you sec on the stage in the third act, which they 
describe as ‘same as tlie firsP on the programs, 

“There was more than fifty peoph‘ wailing out dtje the 
iron fence that surrounded the house and guunuls* 
There was generals and agitators atul epergnen in guhP 
laced uniforms, and citizens in {llaincmsU nrtd rauunia 
hats — all waiting to get an audience wUU the Utnal 
FivC'Card Draw. And in a kind of n summer hi in 
front of the mansion we could see a burnt drf’jui man 
eating breakfast out of gold dishes and taking bis time. 

I judged that the crowd outside had emm* ctut f >r their 
morning orders and requests, and was nfraitl to intrude. 

But (.. Wainwriglit wasn^t. The gat<* was oprn, and 
he walked inside and up to the presaltaiPs tafile as con- 
fident as a man who knows the head uaiter in n fifteen 
cent restaurant. And I went with !tim, bernus** I hnA 
only seventy-five cents, and there was nottting et ^e to do. 

The Gomez man rises from Ids chair, and tnoks, 
colored man as he was, like he was about to call out tor 
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corporal of the guard, post number one. But Wain- 
w right says some phrases to him in a peculiarly lubricat- 
ing manner ; and the first thing j^ou know we was all three 
of us seated at the table, with cofFee and rolls and iguana 
cutlets coming as fast as about ninety peons could rustle 
’em. 

^‘And then Wainwright begins to talk; but the presi- 
dent interrupts him. 

^‘^You Yankees,’ says he, polite, ‘assuredly take the 
cake for assurance, I assure you’ — or words to that 
effect. He spoke English better than you or me. 
‘You’ve had a long walk,’ saj^s he, ‘but it’s nicer in the 
cool morning to walk than to ride. May I suggest some 
refreshments?’ says he. 

“ ‘Rum,’ says Wainwright. 

“ ‘Gimme a cigar,’ says I. 

“Well, sir, the two talked an hour, keeping the generals 
and equities all in their good uniforms waiting outside 
the fence. And while I smoked, silent, I listened to 
Clifford Wainwright making a solid republic out of the 
wreck of one. I didn’t follow his arguments with any 
special collocation of international intelligibility; but 
he had Sir. Gomez’s attention glued and riveted. He 
takes out a pencil and mai'ks the w’hite linen tablecloth 
all over with figures and estimates and deductions. He 
.speaks more or less disrespectfully of import and export 
duties and custom-house receipts and taxes and treaties 
and budgets and concessions and such truck that politics 
and government require ; and when he gets through the 
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Gomez man hops up and shakes his hand and says he's 
saved the country and the pt'opha 

^^^You shall be rewardetl,' says I In* pivsitlnn!. 

‘Might I suggest another — rum?'’ says W ainwrigld. 

“‘Cigar for me — darker brand,'' says I. 

“Well, sir, the president sent me luitl Waiau right Iiaek 
to the town in a victoria hitched to two flea hit ten •.riling 
platers — but the best the country nirtjnlrd. 

“I found out afterward that Wniriwright ssn^ a regu- 
lar beachcomber — the smartest man on the wlio!i iMust, 
but kept down by rum. I liked him. 

“One day I inveigled him info a walk out a i-onjde of 
miles from the village, where there was an old gra .s hut 
on the bank of a little river. While he was sit ting on 
the grass, talking beautiful of the wisdom of the world 
that he had learned in iiooks, 1 tool !t<dil tjf him eaijr 
and tied his hands and feet together with le i! her t!u?ngj« 
that I had in my pocket. 

“ ‘Lie still,' says I, ‘and meditate on the exlgt neies am! 
irregularities of life till I get hack.’ 

“I went to a shack in Aguas Fresens where a mighty 
wise girl named Timotea Carrizo lived with her m«»thfT. 
The girl w'as just about as nice ns you ever saw. In the 
States she would have been called n tnnmef tt* ; Imt »he was 
better than a brunette — I should .suy she wu^ uhaf yini 
might term an ecru shade. I knew her pretty well. I 
told her about my friend Wainwrlgld. She gave me a 
double handful of bark — calisnyn, I think it whn — 
and some more herbs that I was to mix with it, and tola 
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mo wliiit to <lo. I WHS to ruuko loa of it and givo it to 
hbu ami krop him from nim for a cortnin tim‘* And 
for two ut'fks I ditl it. Ytm know, I likod Wainvvright, 
Both of m was hrokr; but '^rimotfa smt us goat«nu*at 
and plantains and tortillas rvcrv day; ami at last I got 
the tnirso of <lrink liftrtl from ('lillNird Wainwright. 
lit* lost his tasto for it. And in tlm rcud of thr evening 
him ami nu* wtuild sit <m the roof of 'riinotim's mother's 
hut, eating hannlt ss truek Hko etiflVe and riee ami stewed 
crabs, ami playing tiu* accordion. 

‘'Ahotd that time President (Jornt*/, found out that the 
advice of Wainvvright was the stufF he hn<I been look- 
ing for. 'Tile eountry was pulling out of de!>t^ ami the 
treasury had enough hoodie in it for him to amuse hlm"* 
self occasionally with the night latch. I’lie people were 
beginning to take llieir two htnir siestas again every day 
’- which was th<* surest sign of prosperity. 

**So d<»wn from the regular enfutal he semis for C'HT 
foial Wainwright and makes liim his private secretary 
at twenty thousand Peru dollars a year. Ves, sir™ so 
inueh. Wainw right was on the waler wtigon - thanks 
to me and 'Pimoten and he vias soon in clover with the 
government gatig. Don't forgtd wlint done it • cnlisaya 
hark with them other herbs mixed make a ten of it, 
and give a cupful every two hours. Try it yourself. If 
takes away the desire. 

**As I said, a man ran <lo a lot more for another party 
than fie can for hintM^lf. Wainwright, with his brains, 
got n whole country out of Irtmble and on its feet ; but 
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wliat could ho do for himself? And without any 
brains, but with some nerve and common sense, I 
on his feet because I never had the w^eahness that h* 
— nothing but a cigar for mine, thanks. And-^ 

Trotter paused. I looked at his tattered clothe^* 
at his deeply sunburnt, hard, thoughtful face. 

‘‘Didn’t Cartright ever offer to do anything for 
I asked. 

“Wainwright,” corrected Trotter. “Yes, he off 
me some pretty good jobs. But I’d have had to I 
Aguas Frescas; so I didn’t take any of ’em up. 
didn’t toll you much about that girl — Timotca. 
rather hit it off together. She was as good as 
’em anyvl'icre — Spanish, mostly, with just a twi" 
lemon-peel on top. What if lliey did live in a graH? 
and we>^t hare-armed? 

“A month ago,” went on Trotter, “she w’^ent awa^ 
don’t know where to. But ” 

“You’d better come back to the States,” I insisted 
can promise you positively tliat my brother will givt 
a position in cotton, sugar, or sheetings — I am not 
tain V hh'^,” 

“T tirrd’ she went back with her mother,” said Trta 
“to fl’e v'll^ge in the mountains tliat they come f 
Tell '^' hat would tliis job you speak of pa}"?” 

“Whv,” said T, hesitating over commerce, “I si 
say fifty or a hundred dollars a month — ma^j^bc two 
dred.” 

“Ain’t it funny,” said Trotter, digging his toes i; 
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saiul, *Svhiit u chusup h uiuti ici wlu*n it couu'm In jkiiltfUng 
Jus own I’uiioof' I don't know. Of eourso, Tm nol mnk* 
inff n livin *4 luTo, Tin <m tin* Innii. But wO!, I wisli 
you oouhl !in\4* ,stH‘n thut 'rimoti’ii. I'Ufry ntnn luus his 
own wt'uk spot.'* 

I'ho from tho Antlittlar was romin^ ash(>r4* to iaki* 
out tlm captain, purser, niul myself, the lone pasHenger, 
**ri! gunrnnfec,’* snitl I etiiifulent! », 'Mbit my brother 
will pay you seventy five tlollars n month." 

*‘AH rigid, then," siiid Waiium Trotter. ^ 

But a soft v<}ire OHUtal across the hla/ing snncls, A 
girl, faintly lemon tinted, stood in the t'nlle Heal ami 
called. She was bare-armett -- but what of that? 

her!" Maid William '^I'rotter, looking. 
come hack! I*iu ohlige<l; htd I eaidt take the job. 
Thanks, just tite same. Ain't it funny how we can’t do 
nothing f<»r ourselves, but we can do womlerH for the other 
fellow*? You was about to get me with your finiineial 
proposition; but we’ve all got our weak poinU. Timo« 
ten’s mine. And, say !" 'frotter had turned to leave, but 
he reirnef d tlie step or two that he had taken. like 
to Imve left you without saying good-bye," Haul he. "It 
kind of rat ties you wlnn they go away unexpected for a 
month and come back the joime way. Shake handM. So 
long! Say, do you reniemher tht*m gunsludis we heard a 
while ago up at the cuartel? Well, I knew wdiat they 
was, but I didn’t mention it. It wan (Mifford Wninwright 
Inung Mhtd by a stptad of soldiers against a stone wall for 
giving away serretH of xtate to that Nicarnala republic. 
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Oh, yes, it was rum that did it. He backslided and got 
his. I guess we all have our weak points, and can’t do 
much toward helping ourselves. Mine’s waiting for me. 
I’d have liked to have that job with your brother, but — 
we’ve all got our weak points. So long!” 

IV 

A big black Carib carried me on his back through the 
surf to the ship’s boat. On the way the purser handed 
me a letter that he had brought for me at the last moment 
from the post-office in Aguas Frescas. It was from my 
brother. He requested me to meet him at the St. Charles 
Hotel in New Orleans and accept a position with his 
house — in either cotton, sugar, or sheetings, and with 
five thousand dollars a year as my salary. 

When I arrived at the Crescent City I hurried away — 
far away from the St. Charles to a dim chambre garnie in 
Bienville Street. And there, looking down from my attic 
window from time to time at the old, yellow, absinthe 
house across the street, I wrote this story to buy my 
bread and butter. 

‘^Can thim that helps others help thimselves?” 




Can the 
Yes. the 
I don^t t 
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Tim MARIONETTES 


{ Originally fmMiHhrtl in 7*hf Htark Cai for A{irtl» 1 00!^, 
*rhr* Sliort Story I’uhliahing Cu. j 

Th!' polii'iinain wan HtntuUng at tlu* contiT of 
fourth Strtrf nitil a protligioiijily dark nllry nrar whrrt* 
tlu* i'h vatial railrcKui tlif Tho time min 

tmt o’clock in the niorning; the <uithuik a stretch of colcl^ 
dlrl//iing, unscicinhle hlackiUH^i until the <lawiL 

A man, wearin^^ ti Ituig; overcoat, with his hut tilteci 
down in front, ntnl cnrry!n|| somethin?^ in erne hand, 
wulk**tl softly hut rapitlly <njt of the hlack nltev. The 
jHiliianuut uctmstetl him civilly, but witli the nasuml air 
that is linked with eonsetmis auth<»rit\\ ^l'h*‘ hour, the 
alley’s musty rejnttation, the pedestrian’s haste, the bur - 
den he earrii‘d these easily combined into the 
cions circuniHtaiices” that required itlununatioa at the 
<iflic**r% humis. 

*‘rhe **,su«ju*ct” halted readily ami lilteti hack his hat, 
exposing, in the flicker of the electric lights, an emotion 
}e?*s, sinootli <*ouiitenanre with a rather long nose and 
itii^ady dark eyeK. 'riinmting Ids gloved hand into a side 
pocket of bis overcoat, he drew* out a card ami hamled it 
to the policeman. Holding it to catch the uncertain light, 
the ofTtcer read the name ^Hilaries Spencer James, M. I).’' 
The street and mimlier of the mldress were of a neighbor- 
hood «o solid ami respeclalde as to suIkIuc even cntrio»iiy, 

m 
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The policeman’s downward glance at the article carriwl 
in the doctor’s hand — a handsome medicine c.un- of hlack 
leather, with small silver mountings — further eiultjrsed 
the guarantee of the car<l. 

“All right, doctor,” said the oflSevr, stepping aside, 
with an air of bulky aflfability- “Orders are to he extra 
careful. Good many burglar.s and hold-iifts lately. Bad 
night to be out. Not so cold, but — clammy.” 

With a formal inclination of his head, and a wtird or 
two corroborative of the officer’.^ estimat»> of the weather. 
Doctor James continued his somewhat rapid progress. 
Three times that night had a patrolman aecejdj-ti his pro- 
fessional card and the sight of his paragon of n niedi<-inc 
case as vouchers for his honesty of pers<Hi ami purpose. 
Had any one of those officers .seen fit, on the morrow, to 
test the evidence of that card he would have fouiu! it 
borne out by the doctor’.s name on a handsome door- 
plate, his presence, calm and well <iressed. in hw well- 
equipped office — provided it were not too early. Doctor 
James being a late riser — and the testimony of the 
neighborhood to his good citizenship, his tlevotion to his 
family, and his success as a practitioner the two year* 
he had lived among them. 

Therefore, it would have much surprised anv one of 
those zealous guardians of the peace could th»-y have 
teken a peep into that immaculate mwlicine* case. 
Upon opening it, the fir.st article to la* would have 

® «onceive<l tools usml hy 

the box man,” as the ingenious safe burglar now d«- 
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nominates himself. Specially designed and constructed 
were the implements — the short but powerful ^‘jimm}^” 
the collection of curiously fashioned keys, the blued drills 
and punches of the finest temper — capable of eating 
their way into chilled steel as a mouse eats into a cheese, 
and the clamps that fasten like a leech to the polished 
door of a safe and pull out the combination knob as a 
dentist extracts a tooth. In a little pouch in the inner 
side of the ‘^medicine” case was a four-ounce vial of 
nitroglycerine, now half empty. Underneath the tools 
was a mass of crumpled banknotes and a few handfuls 
of gold coin, the money, altogether, amounting to eight 
hundred and thirty dollars. 

To a very limited circle of friends Doctor J ames was 
known as ^^The Swell ‘Greek.’ ” Half of the mysterious 
term was a tribute to his coOl and gentlemanlike man- 
ners ; the other half denoted, in the argot of the brother- 
hood, the leader, the planner, the one who, by the power 
and prestige of his address and position, secured the in- 
formation upon which they based their plans and des- 
perate enterprises. 

Of this elect circle the other members were Skitsie 
Morgan and Gum Decker, expert ^‘box men,” and Leo- 
pold Pretzf elder, a jeweller downtown, who manipulated 
the “sparklers” and other ornaments collected by the 
working trio. All good and loyal men, as loose-tongued 
as Memnon and as fickle as the North Star. 

That night’s work had not been considered by the firm 
to have yielded more than a moderate repayal for their 
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pains. An old-style two-story side-bolt safe in the dingy 
office of a very wealthy old-style dry-goods firm on a 
Saturday night should have excreted more than twenty- 
five hundred dollars. But that was all they found, and 
they had divided it, the three of them, into equal shares 
upon the spot, as was their custom. Ten or twelve thou- 
sand was what they expected. But one of the proprie- 
tors had proved to be just a trifle too old-style. Just 
after dark he had carried home in a shirt box most of the 
funds on hand. 

Doctor James proceeded up Twenty-fourth Street, 
which was, to all appearance, depopulated. Even the 
theatrical folk, who affect this district as a place of resi- 
dence, were long since abed. The drizzle had accumu- 
lated upon the street ; puddles of it among the stones re- 
ceived the fire of the arc lights, and returned it, shattered 
into a myriad liquid spangles. A captious wind, shower- 
soaked and chilling, coughed from the laryngeal flues 
between the houses. 

As the practitioner’s foot struck even with the corner 
of a tall brick residence of more pretension than its fel- 
lows the front door popped open, and a bawling negress 
clattered down the steps to the pavement. Some medley 
of words came from her mouth, addressed, like as not, to 
herself — the recourse of her race when alone and beset 
by evil. She looked to be one of that old vassal class of 
the South — voluble, familiar, loyal, irrepressible; her 
person pictured it — fat, neat, aproned, kerchiefed. 

This sudden apparition, spewed from the silent house, 
reached the bottom of the steps as Doctor James came 
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!I*'r firnia trnitNtVrriuii!: xin fiU'rgits^ fnmi 
j»ound la hvr i Lunar anti lixid her pap- 

evea vipaii ilit' rust* tlu* ti*H*ttir currietl, 

**Hrrss til* Law*! wus the U nmni the ai|y|;ht «lrew from 
her. “I'i van u liurttU’* Mtlii'’' 

■*Vr,s, I iin u phv siriaii,*' auitl Doftor piutHtng, 

*‘1)4*11 ft** (ftnlN H ike eaiiie untl ?4ee Mister C ‘hiuuller, 
<4uh. Me flane huil H fit ar suinp'n. He lavin' jist like 
ht' wii/ titMil. Mi.ss Amy snnt me ta git a dortor. Muwd 
kntm s tthur <»Id C’itniyM u skeuml t*ne np from, if 

haihrt emin* ait*ng. Kf ah! Mars' kno^ved tine teri- 
hniuir« t!th pnrl af drse doiii's dr vM he ahimtin' gwine tm, 
null pi *4 ! ill Jioutin* Ii-Imii f#et marketl off on tie 
grtiumi, and ev'vhtidy u iltji llin'. And tint pti' lunibi 
Miss Amy * 

“hi nd the wav,” « tit! Dnetur Jnjors, getting Ilia font 
npmi the step* “if ymi want im* as n dtietor. As iin 
nudiitir Vm not tipeii tu nu nts.” 

'rhe nt ^I’ens preredti! him into the house nmf up ^ 
llight iif thiekly earpiteti stairs, 'rwiee tljey ciuia* to 
dimly liglUt d liramduug ieillways. At th** seenml one 
the now fmidini* eondiH tress turned down ti hall, ulop-* 
ping at a door and opening it. 

*‘I done hrougid «le dt»etf*r, Mins Amy/* 

Dnetfir datees ent* red the room, and howled slightly 
to ti young 1 idy standing hy the side of a Iwal, He art 
his nu-tlieine m a* upon a rliair, removed hia overeont, 
tlifiiwing it tn» r the ease ufid the hiu’k of the ehair, #4nd 
Htlvanred with *|uiet si If possennion to the hedstde, 
'rhere lay a mun, sprawling as Im hiul fidten a nmu 
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dressed richly in the prevailing mode, with only Iiis h1um*« 
removed; lying relaxed, and as still as the dead. 

There emanated from Doctor Janies an aura of enlni 
force and reserve strength that was as manna in tlw <les<‘rt 
to the weak and desolate among his patrons. Always had 
women, especially, been attracted by something in his 
sick-room manner. It was not the indulgent suavity of 
the fashionable healer, but a manner of poise, of sureiiess, 
of ability to overcome fate, of deference and protection 
and devotion. There was an exploring magnetism in his 
steadfast, luminous brown eyes ; a latent autlioril y in t he 
impassive, even priestly, tranquillity of his smootli <*oun 
tenance that outwardly fitted him for the part of eoiift 
dant and consoler. Sometimes, at his first profi-ssimmi 
visit, women would tell him where they hid their diamonds 
at night from the burglars. 

With the ease of much practice. Doctor .Tames’s un 
roving eyes estimated the order and quality <»f tlu* room’s 
furnishings. The appointments were rich and costly. 
The same glance had secured cognizance of the Indy’s np 
pearance. She was small and scarcely past twenty. Ih-r 
face possessed the title to a winsome prettiness, lu'w ob- 
scured by (you would say) rather a fixed melancholy than 
the more violent imprint of a sudden sorrow, ITp<m her 
forehead, above one eyebrow, was a livid bruise, sutri red, 
the physician’s eye told him, within the past six hours. 

Doctor James’s fingers went to the man’s wrist, i f is 

almost vocal eyes questioned the lady. 

I am Mrs. Chandler,” she responded, speaking with 
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th«* pliiintlvo Stuithrru Aixv nml intoruiUoit. *‘Mv 
Imiul Has hikm siiiiilriilv il! nlfutit t* n luiimlrs lu fitn* ytui 
cHim*. Hi* has hiid attiii'ks <if h^art triuihlr ht^fart* - 
mtnv at ilaan wofr vi ry h.ul/' His rhilhis) stah* ami the 
lute hour .siriiu'ti to {iroinj*! li* r to furilh r I’Niptatiniioru 
hiul been tuit hitt*; tu u supjUT* I In 
Doetor Jnmes now ttjrmal his nttmliuii to his piiHeiit. 
lu whielievi'r of his “{iftifrHHiimH*' h«* happetietl tu l>e 
enga|{e<l hi* wm wont to honor ih** ot tin* 

with his wluilr infi rist. 

The sick man npfM^ari ii fo lir ahotjt tlilrty. His cmm- 
tcnnnrc hori* a look of hohlf!* ant! ths opHtiorii, hut wa»i 
not without II synunetrv of feature hih! tlie tint iinc^t 
tlrawn by a ta tc atul IfuJoUteru *• in huimir that ^iivc the 
reih'isniu;^ tfiio h, 'rhen* wn* an tnlor of sptlhai wine 
ahout his Hij‘ Ii*‘ >. 

'Hie jiliy »irian kut! b hi’* outer |;|;arfneiit s, ami tlielii, 
with a jmiiknife, slit the front from imttar to waist* 

'rhe ob-^taclrs clcareil, he laiil his eiu* to the heart illul !is- 
temii intently, 

'’Mitral re^^urii^itatioit?** he saht, softly* when he rone. 
The woriia emieil with the rising inflection of itncertniiity. 
Again he liHteneil long; ami this time he sai«h ^‘Mitral 
insuftkiency**' with tfm accent of an assiireil diagnosis, 
**^^a<lam/■ he lH*gan, in t!je reas»iuring tones tJmt had 
no oftrn aHiiycfl aiuiety* ’’there is a prohahility ” 
As he slowly turmal his head to face the latly, he saw her 
fall, wliite ami swooning* into the arms of the old negresn. 
Iamb! jm* latnb! Has drj done ktUed Aunt 
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Cindy’s own blessed child? May de Lawd ’stroy wid his 
wrath dem what stole her away ; what break dat angel 
heart; what left ” 

“Lift her feet,” said Doctor James, assisting to sup- 
port the drooping form. “Where is her room? She 
must be put to bed,” 

“In here, suh.” The woman nodded her kerchiefed 
head toward a door. ‘^Dat’s Miss Amy’s room.” 

They carried her in there, and laid her on the bed. 
Her pulse was faint, but regular. She passed from the 
swoon, without recovering consciousness, into a pro- 
found slumber. 

“She is quite exhausted,” said the physician. “Sleep 
is a good remedy. When she wakes, give her a toddy — 
with an egg in it, if she can take it. How did she get 
that bruise upon her forehead?” 

“She done got a lick there, suh. De po’ lamb fell — 
No, suh” — the old woman’s racial mutability swept her 
into a sudden jflare of indignation — ^^‘old Cindy ain’t 
gwineter lie for dat debble. He done it, suh. May de 
Lawd wither de hand what — dar now ! Cindy promise 
her sweet lamb she ain’t gwine tell. Miss Amy got hurt, 
suh, on de head.” 

Doctor James stepped to a stand where a handsome 
lamp burned, and turned the iSame low. 

“Stay here with your mistress,” he ordered, “and keep 
quiet so she will sleep. If she wakes, give her the toddy. 
If she grows any weaker, let me know. There is some- 
thing strange about it.” 
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**|5ar\s inti'* l clan chit 'round funv,” h«‘j^nn 

thfr tia* |>hy*oc‘ian iin*»lu*d Im r in a *» iJ»un'- 

i‘iuj»K>v< d In i t uphiTv, lajiitu nirntfcl \%nvv Hilh w!iu'li ht» 
Joul oiins di p» il hv>ii'riii ih* r<*tunitHJ to tin* 

otluT roihij, tin.inv; tlio door softly liohiml liiiiu 'riu^ 
man on lin- lu ii Siad nni iiunr<h Inil hi^ c-yrn ojH*ii. 

Hi?i lip*' M'» u. il to form \iorii?4. Dooior *lnitn*H Inntt Uii 
lusul i*» iist> n, “'I’lu' minu s ! Ilu* numcy wan what tht*y 
wvrv wlii^prniu:- 

'H‘iin von un h r dainl wloit I ?4iiy ?” ii.^krdl tht* tioc tor, 
loH , hut di’it illtdly. 

'Phr hruii nndiK d ^lii^htly, 

**I uiu u pliyHo inn, for hv ytHir wifi% You are 
*\fr. (‘IniinM* j . I un toiii. You nn* r|nitc* 111. You munt 
lud c'Muio CM* yonro lf nl hU.’^ 

'!'in‘ t v» > d to U'okiui to Junu ^riu* dtic— 

tor »Htoo}H»d to rati'h tin* Hnun* faint Hurds. 

**'riu* moiuw I hr t unity tlouHtiud tlolhirs.” 

**\Vtit rr i'i tlii'i inonry ? in tin* bnak?-^ 

't'hr i*yvii r^i prr^i^OHt a m**fHtivr. 111 ' r”- till^ 

whispif HHi ^riiHiiiif (nmivv ‘Mltr furnty tinuNiiml 
dollnr'i hrr niorirv” h^ v%i% Haiidnrrd ahout ihn 
room. 

**Y<nt have* phi4‘«’fi thin nmnry jioinrwhrrf* Doctor 
•luilirH'^ voiri^ vi.n to Jinn Ido- a Hiirn’s tcj tnmiurt- tin* 
c*rrf from tin* mnn% f.idim? iiitrlli*,n m-r **ls it in iUh 
mum 

Hr thou^^tit lir Huw II finUrrinf^ UMMrnl in llir dinifiu{i|{ 
tyrs. ^rtm jiulw tmd« r his Ihii^rrs H as hh linr mid loimtl 
«i a ;iitk Uirrad* 
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There arose in Doctor James’s h. ain and I«‘art Iht* 
instincts of his other profession. Proiiipth’, as he a«-fcd 
in everything, he decided to learn the wlierealMuils of this 
money, and at the calculated and certain cost of a huiiiari 
life. 

Drawing from his pocket, a little pad of pre.scrlfif ion 
blanks, he scribbled upon one of them a forimd.a .suited, 
according to the beet practice, to the nmls «)f the .suf- 
ferer. Going to the door of the inner room, lie .softly 
called the old woman, gave her the pre.scri{ition, and hmie 
her take it to some drug store and fetch tlie incdiciitc. 

When she had gone, muttering to her.self, the doctor 
stepped to the bedside of the lady. She still .shpt 
soundly ; her pulse was a little .strongiT ; her f<»re!n ad was 
cool, save where the inflammation of the bruise ett«nuled, 
and a slight moisture covered it. Unless <lislurlH ti. she 
would yet sleep for hours. He found the key in the door, 
and locked it after him when he returned. 

Doctor James looked at his watcli. He cou!<l call 
half an hour his own, since before that tinw the ohi woman 
could scarcely return from h<T mi.ssion. Then he sought 
and found water in a pitcher and a glas.H t imihler. Open 
ing his medicine case he took out the via! eontainiiig the 
nitroglycerine— “the oil,” as his l.rethren of the bnu i- 
and-bit term it. 

One drop of the faint yellow, thieki.sh Ikjuul lie li t fall 
in the tumbler. Ho took out his silver hypodinnii* 
syruige case, and screwed the needle into it.s place. 
Carefully measuring each modicum of water in the 
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graduated glass barrel of the syringe, he diluted the one 
drop with nearly half a tumbler of water. 

Two hours earlier that night Doctor James had, with 
that syringe, injected the undiluted liquid into a hole 
drilled in the lock of a safe, and had destroyed, with one 
dull explosion, the machinery that controlled the move- 
ment of the bolts. He now purposed, with the same 
means, to shiver the prime machinery of a human being 
— to rend its heart — and each shock was for the sake 
of the money to follow. 

The same means, but in a different guise. Whereas, 
that was the giant in its rude, primary dynamic strength, 
this was the courtier, whose no less deadly arms were 
concealed by velvet and lace. For the liquid in the tum- 
bler and in the syringe that the physician carefully filled 
was now a solution of glonoin, the most powerful heart 
stimulant known to medical science. Two ounces had 
riven the solid door of the iron safe ; with one fiftieth part 
of a minim he was now about to still forever the intricate 
mechanism of a human life. 

But not immediately. It was not so intended. First 
there would be a quick increase of vitality ; a powerful 
impetus given to every organ and faculty. The heart 
would respond bravely to the fatal spur ; the blood in the 
veins return more rapidly to its source. 

But, as Doctor James well knew, over-stimulation in 
this form of heart disease means death, as sure as by a 
rifle shot. When the clogged arteries should suffer con- 
gestion from the increased flow of blood pumped into 
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them by tlie power of the burglar\«? they w’ouhl 

rapidly become thoroughfare,’’ and the fountain of 
life would cease to flow. 

The physician bared the chest of the «nco!tsciou.s 
Chandler. Easily and skilfully lie injec{<‘d, sulautane- 
ously, the contents of the syringe into the muscles of I lie 
region over the heart. True to his neat habits in both 
professions, he next carefully dried his needle and re-in- 
serted the fine wire that threaded it when not in use. 

In three minutes Chandler opened his eyes, and sjmke, 
in a voice faint but audible, inquiring wlio at tended upon 
him. Doctor James again explained his presence there 
^‘Whereis my wife?” asked the patient. 

^^She is asleep — from exhaustion and worry,” snid the 
doctor. would not awaken her, unless —” 

“It isn’t — necessary.” Chandler spoke with spaces 
between his w^ords caused by his short breath that some 
demon was driving too fast. “She wouldn’t — thank you 
to disturb her — on my — aceoimt.” 

Doctor James dreiv a chair to the btalside. Conversa- 
tion must not be squaiulered. 

“A few minutes ago,” he lK*gan, in the grave, candid 
tones of his other profession, “you were trying to tell me 
something regarding some money. I <lo not seek your 
confidence, but it is my duty to advise you that anxiety 
and worry will work against your recovery. If you have 
any communication to make about this ™ to reli<*ve your 
mind about this twenty thousand <lollars, I think w*as 
the amount you mentioned — you would better do so.” 
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Clian<ll<*r coiiltl not turn his lu'ntl, Imt he rolled hh eyes 
in Ihe dirt'ction <»f the speaker. 

“Did I say where this morn'V is?”* 

“No/’ iinsttensi tile physieiau, “I only inferred^ from 
your seureely inti 11 i^;i!)te words, that you fell n sidieilude 
eoneerniiijiij its safely. If it is in this room ” 

Doetor .lames pnusetl. Did tu* only seem to perceive li 
flicker of urnlersl/indatif, a pjenm of sosjoeien upon the 
ironical features itf his patient? Tad |e’ seemetl too 
ca^t^er? Ifnti he said too mueh? (‘handler’s next words 
restore i lii'i COTiliilrm-e. 

le re ^hntdd it 1 h\” lie i^aspe 1, “Iml In - the 
Mlfi- there?” 

\\ illi liis eves he in !!«'’i.teil a enrn< r ni* tlie room, where 
imu , ftu’ tlie fn'.t I ‘ut t he th le’ , o‘ [5» i*e is^d a Miedl iron 
safe* halt enneeuliil hy the tr iiiin;;* end of a window* cur- 
tain. 

Ki^in^j, he toe!, ihi- m.ud. \vr’ Ilis jailse was 
heMtjT!i,» HJ ^d:!^ unenoU'. intervals ladwi’eil. 

“Lift \nni’ itr!: /’ ^nul iUu-!or d.'tniei, 

C‘M I. I e;i?dt n.tn. iNijO.ij-/* 

'I he ph \ -je ..t n ■! t p J nd iH Iv In t li* 1 , . 1 1 dnu r, OpeUeil 

it, and 1 } J Mi* » 1. All e -t i .I’ll, Wdlend furl hit* I’lreum’- 
\en! ieJi he U cJi I In the hs f* . ’Utd e ' niniiied i t , (ifn judm- 
itl\e Uiaie nji ! ,n|>h‘ d* *e u. It atrolvled liflle inure 

s*a*nrihv th.Mn prot. ttin?! a»eeir J liejd tin;^ere<l ;.eia ; nhs. 
*‘Pn In ^ 1 11 il «ns .1 mere toy, a I hue* of slravv and y> i. te- 
hoard, 'riu* mom y wu'i a^* eond as in hi . Inmd u With 
Jus clamps he coukl draw the knoh, jnuieh the tuiidders 
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and open the door in two minutes. Perhaps, in another 
way, he might open it in one. 

Kneeling upon the floor, he laid his car to the combina- 
tion plate, and slowly turned the knob. As hi* had sur- 
mised, it was locked at only a “day com.”—- upon one 
number. His keen ear caught the faint warning click ns 
the tumbler was disturbed ; he used the clue — the handle 
turned. He swung the door wide open. 

The interior of the safe wa.s bare — not even a .scrap 
of paper rested within the hollow iron cuhe. 

Doctor James rose to his feet and walked back to the 
,bed. 

A thick dew had formed upon the living man’.s brow, 
but there was a mocking, grim smile on hi.s li{).s and in hi.s 
eyes. 

“I never — saw it Ixjfore,” he .said, painfully, “medi- 
cine and — burglary wedded! Do you— -make the - 
combination pay — dear Doctor?” 

Than that situation afforded, there wa.s never a more 
rigorous test of Doctor James’s greatne.ss. 'IVappcd 
by the diabolic humor of his victim into a position both 
ridiculous and unsafe, he maintained hi.s dignity as well 
as his presence of mind. Taking out his watch, he waited 
for the man to die. 

“You were — ju.st a shade — too — anxious -—about 
that money. But it never was — in any ilnnger - from 
you, dear Doctor. It’s safe. Perfectly safe. It’s all 
— in the hands — of the bookmakers. Twenty — - thou- 
sand— Amy’s money. I played it at the races - lost 
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every — cent of it. I’ve been a pretty bad boy. Burglar 
excuse me — Doctor, but I’ve been a square sport. I 
don’t think — I ever met — such an — eighteen-carat 
rascal as you are, Doctor — excuse me — Burglar, in all 
my rounds. Is it contrary — to the ethics — of your 
gang, Burglar, to give a victim — excuse me — pa- 
tient, a drink of water?” 

Doctpr James brought him a drink. He could 
scarcely swallow it. The reaction from the powerful 
drug was coming in regular, intensifying waves. But his 
moribund fancy must have one more grating fling. 

^^Gambler — drunkard — spendthrift — I’ve been 
those, but — a doctor-burglar !” 

The physician indulged himself to but one reply to the 
other’s caustic taunts. Bending low to catch Chandler’s 
fast crystallizing gaze, he pointed to the sleeping lady’s 
door with a gesture so stern and significant that the 
prostrate man half-lifted his head, with his remaining 
strength, to see. He saw nothing; but he caught the cold 
words of the doctor — the last sounds he was to hear : 

“I never yet — struck a woman.” 

It were vain to attempt to con such men. There is no 
curriculum that can reckon with them in its ken. They 
are offshoots from the types whereof men say, “He will 
do this,” or “He will do that.” We only know that they 
exist ; and that we can observe them, and tell one another 
of their bare performances, as children watch and speak 
of the marionettes. 

Yet it were a droll study in egoism to consider these 
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— one an assassin and a robber, standing above his 
victim; the other baser in his offVnees, if a U-ssor law- 
breaker, lying, abhorred, in the house of the wife he had 
persecuted, spoiled, and smitten, one a tiger, the other 
a dog-wolf — to consider each of them sickening at the 
foulness of the other ; and each flourishing out of the mire 
of his manifest guilt his own immaculate standart! — of 
conduct, if not of honor- 

The one retort of Doctor James must have struck home 
to the other’s remaining shreds of shame and manluiod, 
for it proved the coup de grace, A deep lilush .sufl\ise<l 
his face — an ignominoiis rom 7north; the respiration 
ceased, and, with scarcely a tremor, Chandler expired. 

Close following upon his last Ijreath eame th<* negresa, 
bringing the medicine. With a linnd gently jjressing 
upon the closed eyelids. Doctor James told her of the en<l. 
Not grief, Inxt a hereditary rappravhvj!:i'nt with <h'ath in 
the abstract, moved her to a dismui, wntfry sjuiftllng, 
accompanied by her usual j<*rein;ad. 

^‘Dar now! It’s in de I.awd’s harifls, llv am <le jedge 
ob de transgressor, an<l de sujjpo't of drni in distn\ss* 
He gwinc hab supfxj’t us now. ('indy done pnitl oni de 
last quarter fer dis bottle of physic, and if nehfwr come 
to no use.” 

"'Do I understand,” aske<l Doctor Jaira^s, ^Mhat Mrs, 
Chandler has no morn^y?” 

'^Moncy, suh? You know wlmt make Mi.s Amy fitll 
down and so weak? Stahvation, suh. Xothirr to eat in 
dis house but some crumbly crackers in three days. Dat 




Here we have Kale and John. 
Will Kate fight John or rail 
at hiiu? 

Oh, no! for Kate loves John, 
He bought her a nice ring. 

yrum 1 hit iitiUintj 
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angt^l sell Iwt Cxngvr rlngn ami watoh mont^8 ago* Dis 
fino house, suh, wi«l tie ml eynrpt'ts nml slnny bureaus, 
it\s all hired ; and tie man tidkiir scan'‘louH about de rent. 
Hat debhU*- ’sense me, I.awd - he done in Vo^ hnntls 
fer jedgmeut, now - he made way wid everything.” 

The physieian’s silonee enetniragt tl her to emitimie. 
'^rhe history that he gfeanetl from (’Indy^n disordered 
imumhigue was an tdtl one, of illusion, wilfuliH^HS, disaster, 
cruelty ami pride. Standing out frtim the Idttrred pumi- 
rauia of her gahhle were little clear pictures- » an uleal 
home in the far Soitlli; a <|uickly repetded marriage; an 
unhappy .season, full of wnmgs and ahuse, and, of late, 
an inheritance <if money that protuised deliverance ; its 
sei/ur(' and waste by tie- dog w'olf tluring a two months^ 
ah.st’nce, and his return in the midst a scandahms ca- 
rouse. I -nohtrudt-d, but visible between every lint*, ran 
a pure white threatl through the arttudgetl warp of th»* 
story the simple, all t-mhiring, stddime love of the ohi 
negress, following her mistress unswervingly through 
everything to the emL 

When at last she paused, the physician spoke, asking 
if the house contained whiskey uv Iit|ut>r of any sort. 
There was, the old woman informed him, half a bottle of 
brandy h*ft in the sithdatanl by tin* tiog w-olf, 

^Prepare a toddy as I told y<iu,” sahl Doctor .lauies. 
^*Walse yemr mistress ; have lier tlrink it, and tell her what 
has tiappemHl,” 

Some ten minutes afterward, Mrs. (’handler entered, 
supported by old (’imty’s arm. She appeared to be ft 
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little stronger since her sleep and the stimulant she had 
taken. Doctor James had covered, with a sheet, the 
form upon the bed. 

The lady turned her mournful eyes once, with a half- 
frightened look, toward it, and pressed closer to her loyal 
protector. Her eyes were dry and bright. Sorrow 
seemed to have done its utmost with her. The fount of 
tears was dried ; feeling itself paralyzed. 

Doctor James was standing near the table, his over" 
coat donned, his hat and medicine case in his hand. 
His face w^as calm and impassive — practice had inured 
him to the sight of human suiFering. His lambent 
brown eyes alone expressed a discreet professional sym- 
pathy. 

He spoke kindly and briefly, stating that, as the hour 
was late, and assistance, no doubt, difficult to procure, he 
w'ould himself send the proper persons to attend to the 
necessary finalities. 

‘‘One matter, in conclusion,” said the doctor, pointing 
to the safe with its still wide-open door, “Your husband, 
Mrs. Cliandler, toward the end, felt that he could not 
live; and directed me to open that safe, giving me the 
number upon which the combination is set. In case you 
may need to use it, you will remember that the number is 
forty-one. Turn several times to the right ; then to the 
left once ; stop at forty-one. He would not permit me 
to waken you, though he knew the end was near. 

“In that safe he said he had placed a sum of money — 
not large — but enough to enable you to carry out his 
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hi.'it: miut'sL Thul uhs that vuu slumUl ri‘hirn to jour 
old louut*, iiiiiU iu Hfh*r days, whvu tiiur .shnli hnvo uijule 
it i'a dvi\ his iUHUV sins n^'aitKsl vou.'' 

lit* ptunti’d t<» I ho Iniihs whoro la v a»i onhu'I v pilo of 

l>aiiknnli*s, suriiiountoil hv hu) starks of f^ohl toina, 
'*"rh<’ juourv is tlu'iv ns ho th’sorihod it oi^^hl 
hundre d aiul liuid V ihillars. I to loavo niv onnl witli 
voiu iu oaa* I cm Ih‘ <if nnv .noinioo Intor <»ud’ 

So, ho ha<l tfuito^ht of h* r and kiiully ul tho Inst 1 
Hiil itof And vot I ho hi* lafuu <l itilij lih* t»iio last spark of 
ioiulon»« '»s uhoio s\iv had tloMti^ld all Wiis iurnial to n.shoH 
and <fivd. Sho oiiod nhuai “Huh! Hob!" Sho turiiod^ 
niui, upon tho rouily hontna <»f hor tiaio .a rvi!oi\ dilutod 
hor ijjriof in ri-lua ini’; toars. It vvoll to think, hNo, that 
In tin yo uN to follow, tho nnirdor* r's fa!si‘htn«i shtnu' hko 
a littlo star ahfO'i* Uio |.p*nvo <jf ]o\o, *’iMnfortiuo hi r, anti 
gairiiiio tho for;pM'nr.. that is ojood ia itM-lf, vUiotlior 
ns k I'd for or no. 

iltinhi'd niid sinithod Upon tho dark hosnin, Hko u ohlhh 
by a oronuiiu', hahhliin*; sympathy, at last .sin* raisod hor 
hvi^ci " hut tho dt»ctor was gom*. 



THE MARQUIS AND MISS SALLY 

[Originally published in Everyhody*$ Magazine, 

JOGS.] 

Without knowing it,01d Bin Bascom hiitl ilu* lunior 

of being overtaken by fate the same day with the Marquis 
of Borodale, 

The Marquis lived in Regent S<iUiire, Londun. Ohl 
Bill lived on Limping Doe Creek, Hardemna Ctnnity, 
Texas. The cataclysm that engulfed the Marqtns took 
the form of a bursting bubble known as the (Vatral and 
South American Mahogany and CaoutehtHie Motuqmly. 
Old Bill’s Nemesis was in the no le.ss perIU»us slmpt* af n 
band of civilized Indian cattle thieves from the Territory 
who ran off his entire herd of four hundred head, nrul 
shot old Bill dead as he trailed after tliern. To even up 
the consequences of the two catastrophes, the Manpiis, 
as soon as he found that all he possessed would pay only 
fifteen shillings on the pound of his indebtedness, shot 
himself. 

Old Bill left a family of six motherless sons and daugh - 
ters, who found themselves without even a red stei r left 
to eat, or a red cent to buy one with. 

The Marquis left one son, a young man, who ln«l come 
to the States and established a large and well-stocked 
ranch in the Panhandle of Texas. When this young mart 
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loarrunl tfu* nfws hv nuumfinl hts pony and nuU^ to town, 
'Fhort' hr plarinl rvrrvtlunj^ ho ownod oxorfit his horsts 
siuhihs Wiiirhrstrr, nml iiflrrii dolinrs in his porkrts* In 
tlu* hsiuls of his hiwyt rs, with instrnotinns to soil nml ft>r- 
wanl tho prorrrcls to I.onilort to hf* apphtsl upon tiu' pny- 
nunt of Ins fiithrr's drhts. Tlu'j) !u‘ inoimtrd his pony 
luul rotlr soiitlovnrti, 

Onr day, nrrlvinjj nhout tlu* samr tinu% !nit: by 
trails, two youn*# rhaps roth' up to thr Dmmonci -Cross 
ram*h, on tlir Littlr Pirclrn, niu! askrd for work. Both 
wt ro lirrssril nmtly niul spnutly in oowlmy onstinm*, 
(hu‘ WHS n straight Hi t frllow, with drlicnto* hnrulsotm* 
frutuivs, short, brown hair, amt snumtli faoo, sunhnrnrd 
to H grddrfj hrown. Tin* othrr applicant was stoutor and 
hrontT hooldrrrd, witfi frnsh, ml roniplnxlcm, soniiwvhat 
frorkhsl, n tidi‘»h« rnrling hair, aitul a mthrr plain fans 
niadr nllrntdivr by laughing ryrs anti a plrnsant mouth. 

'Phr sipirrintriufrut tif t!ir Dinitioiul (’tvvss w*aH of th<* 
(ip!ni<iri Hint hr rtuihl givr thrm ^vork. In fart, won] hat! 
rrnrhrd him that morning that tin* ramp rook a most 
Imptirtiuit mrmlH'f <if thr outfit hatl sfrntltllrtt his 
brtmrho ami tlrpnrtrtl, bring iinabir tt» witlrstaml tbr firr 
of fun ami prnrtiral jtikrs of whi**h hr was, rx offirio, thr 
Irgitimatr targrt. 

**(*an rith»*r of you rookr” n^ktal thr suprrintrndrnt* 

**I riuu'^ said thr rrittlinli ft-thov, prtmiptly* 

**rvr rookrtl in ramp tjultr a lot. fhii willing to takr the 
joburitil ytufvr got stnnrthing rl'»«' tti ofrrr.*- 

**Now, thai^H thr way I Itko to hrur a man talk/’ fiattl 
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the superintendent, approvingly. ''I’ll give you a note 
to Saunders, and he’ll put you to work.” 

Thus the names of John Bascom and Charles Norwood 
were added to the pay-roll of the Diamond-Cross. The 
two left for the round-up camp immediately after dinner. 
Their directions were simple, but sufficient : "Keep down 
the arroyo for fifteen miles till you get there.” Both 
being strangers from afar, young, spirited, and thus 
thrown together by chance for a long ride, it is likely that 
the comradeship that afterward existed so strongly be- 
tween them began that afternoon as they meandered 
along the little valley of the Canada Verda. 

They reached their destination just after sunset. The 
main camp of the round-up was comfortably located on 
the bank of a long water-hole, under a fine mott of tim- 
ber. A number of small A tents pitched upon grassy 
spots and the big wall tent for provisions showed that 
the camp was intended to be occupied for a considerable 
length of time. 

The round-up had ridden in but a few moments before, 
hungry and tired, to a supperless camp. The boys were 
engaged in an emulous display of anathemas supposed 
to fit the case of the absconding cook. While they were 
unsaddling and hobbling their ponies, the newcomers 
rode in and inquired for Pink Saunders. The boss of 
the round-up came forth and was given the superin- 
tendent’s note. 

Pink Saunders, though a boss during working hours, 
was a humorist in camp, where everybody, from cook to 
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superintendent, is equal. After reading the note he 
waved his hand toward the camp and shouted, ceremoni- 
ously, at the top of his voice, ^'^Gentlemen, allow me to 
present to you the Marquis and Miss Sally.” 

At the words both the new arrivals betray confusion. 
The newly employed cook started, with a surprised look 
on his face, but, immediately recollecting that “Miss 
Sally” is the generic name for the male cook in every west 
Texas cow camp, he recovered his composure with a grin 
at his own expense. 

His companion showed little less discomposure, even 
turning angrily, with a bitten lip, and reaching for his 
saddle pommel, as if to remount his pony; but “Miss 
Sally” touched his arm and said, laughingly, “Come now, 
Marquis; that was quite a compliment from Saunders. 
It’s that distinguished air of yours and aristocratic nose 
that made him call you that.” 

He began to unsaddle, and the Marquis, restored' to 
equanimity, followed his example. Rolling up his 
sleeves, Miss Sally sprang for the grub wagon, shouting: 

“I’m the new cook b’thunder ! Some of you chaps 
rustle a little wood for a fire, and I’ll guarantee you a hot 
square meal inside of thirty minutes.” Miss Sally’s 
energy and good-humor, as he ransacked the grub wagon 
for coffee, flour, and bacon, won the good opinion of the 
camp instantly. 

And also, in days following, the Marquis, after becom- 
ing better acquainted, proved to be a cheerful, pleasant 
fellow, always a little reserved, and taking no part in the 
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rough camp froJwa; bub tho hovs /,'rjuluallv mine to 
respect this reserve — which fitted the title Saimiiers Imd 
given him — and even to like him for it. Saiiiulers had 
assigned him to a place liolding the herd during Ihi* cut - 
tings. He proved to be a skilful rider and as giuai with 
the lariat or in the branding pen as most of iheiu. 

The Marquis and Mivss Sally grew to he cpiii e close ctun ^ 
rades. After supper was over, and everything ehaned 
up, you would generally find them together, Miss S illy 
smoking his brier-root pipe, and the Alanjuis fdaiting 
a quirt or scraping rawhide for a new pair of hobbli-s. 

The superintendent did not forg(*t his prunuM* to keep 
an eye on the cook. Several times, when visiting the 
camp, he held long talks with him. lie seemed to have 
taken a fancy to Miss Sally, (hie afternoon he nriit* up, 
on his way back to the ranch from a tour of the camps, 
and said to him: 

‘‘There’ll be a man hero in the morning to take your 
place. As soon as ho shows up you emtu* to tlie ranch. 
I want you to take charge of the ranch accounts ami cor- 
respondence. I want Homebody that I can dt ja-ml upon 
to keep things straight wlum Tin away. The vv.igf*.s ’ll 
be all right. The Diamond-Cros.s ’ll hold its erul up with 
a man who’ll look after its interests.’’ 

“All right,” said Miss Sally, as quietly as if he had 
expected the notice all along. “Any ohjeetloiis to my 
bringing my wife down to the ranch?” 

“You married?” said the superintendent, frownlitg a 
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liHle. **Y«u iliibrt it wh**n \sv vvt ro hilkiiig/^ 

‘*IU*rnusi* Tin Ju^t*** 'iaitl tlu' nmk, IM Uko h> Ih% 

Thought Vi\ wait till I gut a jolt utttlur rouf. I cmthlaT 
n?ik luT ti) liv4* in a row oamfi/' 

“Hight," ngn^iii the ?itt|vri«ttiuh*nt. **A rump i?»nT 
quitt' thr pluro fi>r n marrhal nmn htit wt li, 
ph»nt V uf ruutn nt thi* lunists nru! if ymi suit uh hh wi‘U asi 
I think vou will you can affunl it. Vint write to her tt» 
cuim* on,'* 

*‘AU rign**" siiii! Miss Sully again, ‘Til ride in iia iituui 
AH I am I'rlirvetl to tnornt%v.’* 

It wui n rather ehilly night, and after supper the row* 
putu hers were lounging about a hig lire of drhal inesqtiite 
chunks. 

^rheir iistia! r\ehnnge tif Jokes atul repartee lutd dwtn- 
<iled nhnost to olenns but uhaie * in a ernv c unp gent'fnlly 
bettdo ji^ tie* brewing of iiiiseliiff. 

Mi,*H Sally an<l the Manpiis ufre nentt'd ttpun a hig^ 
disi‘Us u?tg the ri'lati\r lui rits of the louglfaur d <»r Hh«>rt* 
ernal stirrufi in long di‘»tane<’ ridittg. The ManpiU arose 
preHi-ntly anii w**nt to a frt’e near by It* eMtnhne some 
strips of rawbith’ be was si asoiiing for making n lariat. 
«fust as he bdt a little piifF of wind bh-w* some seritps of 
tobaeeo from a eigart’tte that Dry C'e^ak Smitliers wnn 
rolling, iuUi Mi ih SallyN eyes. While the cook whs rtdi- 
hing at them, with tears flowing, “Phonograph’* Davis * 
m cidUd on areount of his stritlent voice arose iind 
h*gHn a sjH ee!n 
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^Tellers and citizens 1 I desire to perpound a inter— 
rogatorj. What is the most grievous spectacle what^ 
the human mind can contemplate?” 

A volley of answers responded to his question, 
busted flush !” 

‘‘A Maverick when you ain’t got your branding iron 1’^ 

‘‘Yourself!” 

“The hole in the end of some other feller’s gun !” 

“Shot up, you ignoramuses,” said old Taller, the fat; 
cow-puncher. “Phony know^s w^hat it is. He’s vvaitiix"*' 
for to tell us.” 

“Xo, fellers and citizens,” continued Phonographs 
“Them spectacles you’ve e-numerated air shore grievious, 
and way up yondev close to the so-lution, but they ain’t 
it. Tlie most grievious spectacle air that” — he pointed 
to Jliss Sally, wlio was still rubbing his streaming eyes - — • 
“a trustin’ and a in-vocgled female a-weepin’ tears on 
account of lier heart bein’ busted by a false deceiver. Air 
we men or air we catamounts to gaze upon the blightin^ 
of our Miss Sally’s affections by a a-risto-crat, wliich hart 
come among us with his superior beauty and his glitterin* 
title to give the weeps to the lovely critter we air bound 
to pertect? Air w’c goin’ to act like men, or air we goin* 
to keep on eatin’ soggy chuck from her cryin^ so plenti- 
ful over the bread-pan?” 

“It’s a gallopin’ sliame,” said Dry-Creek, with a sniffle* 
“It ain’t human. I’ve noticed the varmint a-palaverin.*^ 
round her frequent. And him a Marquis ! Ain’t that sl 
title, Phony?” 





Tin' MnnittU and Mm Sntlff 

liki' n tin* Urtt^.hv (‘ntk li’ul 

!<» ''tnily litwi r ia Uh* it 

coriM’s in lu*iu*‘rn Htv Jiirk ninl Irti 

iiU'ii'nnt nirt mt\” 'Wt'Ui on IMnnntgrnph, ^*i\H 
antit’rvaUniHn" Hu* a Sottn' <tf Vm air |n‘ojHT 

ptnipio niut i’rin travel v\^h\ alonj^ with tfu* Walton Imysi. 
Pvt* lirrth‘<! Hoifn" with Vm mvM'lf. Pvi* vlfvwtl tlu* i*ii» 
phnnt with tin' Maytir of iMirt \Vt>rth, luul Vw 
to th«' owl w ith \Uv pus^i nijrr rt>^<*nt of iUv Knty, 

and tht*v oun krrp up with tin* piuofSHion from wtu'r«* you 
luitl tht* I'htink. liut wh« n ii Mnrtjui^ mtmloys witlt tho 
inncHvnt ntnotiiuM of a oook htdy, may I im|uirf what 
thi* VlV^r to fill! for?’* 

**'rhr hmlhi'f’^,** nhouti'fl !)ry (‘ria*k Smithor.H. 

*^Vtui fu'arn Vr, C’harity!’* win t!m IChr:^ form of ror- 
rolmrathm. 

got your company,” its^t-ntial tlm row punrln 
i»rN* in ohoruM, 

Urforo ttn^ Maiaptii ri*nhz«‘4 t]uAr intention, two of 
tht'iu H4u’/< ti tiim hy laM h arm luni hal him up to thr log, 
rh<mograph I>itvi<, «<i*lf appomtial to rnrry mtt tlio ?irn- 
trriro, Htotid naoly, with a pair of ?4tout h atJo*r logging^^ 
in his hands. 

It WHS tho (ir^t liitu’ iht’V had i^vrr laid hands on tht* 
Mitrtjuis during th»*ir somrwhnt rtuV sports. 

**\Vhat arr you up to?** hr askrd, indignantly, with 
flashing ryrs. 

*»(io rasy, Marqtjis,’- whisprrvd Iluhr IVllows, orm of 
the boy?i that hrhi him, **ItV all in fun. Takr it pmd^ 
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natured and they’ll let you off light. They’re only goitC 
to stretch you over the log and tan you eight or tea tinws 
with the leggin’s. ’Twon’t hurt much/' 

The Marquis, with an exclamation of angt^r, his white 
teeth gleaming, suddenly exhibited a surprising strength. 
He wrenched with his arms so violently that the four 
men were swayed and dragged many yards from the log, 
A cry of anger escaped him, and then Miss Sally, his eyes 
cleared of the tobacco, saw', and Im immediately mixed 
with the struggling group. 

But at that moment a loud ^Tlallo !” rang in their ears, 
and a buckboard drawn by a team of galloping mustangji 
spun into the campfire’s circle of light. Kvi»rv miui 
turned to look, and what they saw drove from their 
minds all thoughts of carrying out I’honogrnph Davis's 
rather time-worn contribution to tlie evening's nnmse- 
ment. Bigger game than the Manpus was at hand, and 
his captors released him and stood staring at the ap- 
proaching victim. 

The buckboard and team belonged to Sam Holly, a 
cattleman from the Big Muddy. Sam was driving, and 
with him was a stout, smooth-faced man, wearing a frock 
coat and a high silk hat. That w*as the county judge, 
Mr. Dave Hackett, candidate for reelection, Sam was 
escorting him about the county, among the camjeH, to 
shake up the sovereign voters. 

The men got out, hitched the team to a mesquite, and 
walked toward the fire. 

Instantly every man in camp, except the Maniuia, 
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JUhs ShIIv, uml Vink Snutulofs, who luul to pluy host, 
uttiTfd H frightful ytdl of H^»suint*tl terror uiul tied on uH 
sidt jj into the durkne^^i. 

**Heiiv<nii iilive*/' exclttinie<l Hiiekett, we as 

ugly HH that? How do you dtu Mr. Saunders? (ilad 
to see ytm again. What are you doing to my hat. 
Holly?'' 

**I was afrahl of this hat,” said Ham Holly, imnlita- 
tively. He hud taken tht^ hat from Haekett’s head and 
was holding it in his hiiml, lonking dutiiously around at 
the stnutows beyond the firelight wluu’e now absolute atill- 
ness reigneth **W!iat <hi you tlunk, Snuiulers?'^ 

Pink grinne<l. 

*‘Hetter elevate it some,'' he said, in the tone of one 
giving disintt*rest<‘d lulviee. ^‘'Phe light ain't none too 
good. I w<nd<!«*t want it on my heml.'’ 

Holly stepped ttpon the huf* <jf a hind w!u*<d of the 
grub wagon ami hung the hat up<in u limb of a live-oak. 
Seareely had his foot touched the grouml when the crash 
of a <lo'/4*n si\ shooters split the air, and the hat fell to 
tlie grouml rahlled with bullets. 

A hissing noiM* w*us heard as if from a score of rattle- 
snakes, and now the eow pimehers emerged on all sides 
from the iiarkness, stepping higli, with hidicrotisly exng 
gt rated eauttmi, am! •*hisi'’ ing to one another to oh 
Si rve the utmost pnulenee in approaelung. Tliev formed 
a Nidenm, wi<l<* eireh* idwitil the hat, ga'/ing at it in mani 
fest alarm, and seized every few moments by little stam- 
|>e<les of panicky (light. 
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«It’s the varmint,” said one in awed tones, 
flits up and down in the low grounds at night, sa 
‘Willie-wallo !’ ” 

“It’s the venomous Kypootum,” proclaimed anc 
“It stings after it’s dead, and hollers after it’s bui 

“It’s the chief of the hairy tribe,” said Phonog 
Davis. ^‘But it’s stone dead, now, boys.” 

“Don’t you believe it,” demurred Dry-Creek, 
only ‘possuimn’.’ It’s the dreaded Highgollacum fa 
from the forest. There’s only one way to destro 
life.” 

He led forward Old Taller, the 54i0-pound 
puncher. Old Taller placed the hat upright on 
ground and solemnly sat upon it, crushing it as flat 
pancake. 

Hackett had viewed these proceedings with wide- 
eyes. Sam Holly saw that his anger was rising and 
to him: 

“Here’s where you win or lose, J udge. There are s 
votes on the Diamond Cross. The boys are trying ;; 
mettle. Take it as a j oke, and I don’t think you’ll rc 
it.” And Hackett saw the point and rose to the occas 

Advancing to where the slayers of the wild beast ^ 
standing above its remains and declaring it to be at 
defunct, he said, with deep earnestness : 

“Boys, I must thank you for this gallant res 
While driving through the arroyo that cruel mon 
that you have so fearlessly and repeatedly slaught* 
sprang upon us from the tree tops. To you I shall < 



Thv Marquia and ^!iss Still 

that I UiV hti*, uiul nUt*, I h* 

tlu urtk'r ftir which I uiii ax^ajn a canilulait*. AUow nw hi 
hniitl vuu itiy cunl/* 

I'hc cuw "{lun^lurH, uIwhvh ?4i$ faml whilt^ tti 

gngf d in Ihcir tnonkcv ^himv*^ rckswctl intii a grin n( np 
pwfAl 

Hut riumui^riiph Ihiii*!, hi^ fur fun ih»I vet 

ajijViVi-Hril, hail ^iOinethium: imue up fun sU*«'Ve, 

hi* **aul, athlriH^in^ Hut keit %vi!!i grave 
severity, *'iuHiiy a minp wimhl he liowu mi ymi far turnin* 
lo4i.He ii pernirjiiu** iiiruiint hki that in U ; hut, iN-in* we 
all cM'ttpeti wlthutit uf hfr, w« *!l oiirluuk ii. Yim 
ran phiy "iijuun* iviih u-* if yuu’ll ih» it.’* 

''{Iiiw’-i tluit ?” a**krit Hai ki tt ju^*|iii 4»iu?»ly, 

**Ynil*re ftuthuri/* tl t<» p»*rfiiiin tij*- Darif*! liirlitu amt 
leftN of nitttterrminy, air ym not . ** 

”\Vill, yr^,*’ r*‘piie*i Unckrtf, *‘A mifriagr errr 
IIUHiy cumlurteil h\ im* wouhl hr h g il.’* 

*‘A wrong air to hr rightnl m tlui hm ramp,** muid 
Hhunogrfiphy* virlvum^ly. ‘\\ a ri«»t«rtat have Hlightrtl 
a ’umWr hut lM*nutchmi*i fnivtilr Wat’s* piuin* for hi« af- 
frriion^. U’h thr Juoty of tlir ottwtp to ilrng fiirtli the 
haughty of a htmtlmt or itri vlir h httiuir$*«t 

uml twenty (hr cnil s, rvm mt at thr j**iut of a hirmt» 

iuhI jinr him to thr wrrpin’ hMly. lA How •* ’ fouml up Mtso* 
Sally ntul tlir ir^ui'u thrrr*^ gton* t*j (*♦* a WMiihn’,” 
Thi?< whim of I^hofMigriiph’i rrrri\t«<j wiiJi whoopi 
of lippreriathm. 'rf»r ei»w punrhi r^ litnrtnj to apprn^* 
hondi thf principaln of tli** propum! errrmony. 
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‘‘Kindly prompt me,” said Hackett, wiping his fore- 
head, though the night was cool, “how far this thing is to 
be carried. And might I expect any further portions of 
my raiment to be mistaken for wild animals and killed?” 

“The boys are livelier than usual to-night,” said Saun- 
ders. “The ones they are talking about marrying are 
two of the boys — a herd rider and the cook. It’s an- 
other joke. Y on and Sam will have to sleep here to-night 
anyway ; p’rhaps you’d better see ’em through with it. 
Maybe they’ll quiet down after that.” 

The matchmakers found Miss Sally seated on the 
tongue of the grub wagon, calmly smoking his pipe. The 
Marquis was leaning idly against one of the trees under 
which the supply tent was pitched. 

Into this tent they were both hustled, and Phonograph, 
as master of ceremonies, gave orders for the prepara- 
tions. 

“You, Dry-Creek and Jimmy, and Ben and Taller — 
hump yourselves to the wildwood and rustle flow’ers for 
the blow-out — mesquite ’ll do — and get that Spanish 
dagger blossom at the corner of the horse corral for the 
bride to pack. You, Limpy, get out that red and yaller 
blanket of your’n for Miss Sally’s skyirt. Marquis, 
you’ll do ’thout fixin’; nobody don’t ever look at the 
groom.” 

During their absurd preparation, the two principals 
were left alone for a few moments in the tent. The Mar- 
quis suddenly showed wild perturbation. 

“This foolishness must not go on,” he said, turning to 









See Tom and the dog. 

Will Tom hurt the dog? 

Oh, no! Tom will not hurt 
the dog. 

Tom will give the dog a bite 
to eat. 

From The Bolling Stone 



See him do it. 

Can John find the balP 
Is it in the cup* 

No, it is not in it: 
Neither is John. 

From The Bolling Stono 



The Marquk and Mm SalUf 9T, 

Mifiii Sally a iatv whiU* in liu* light of the lantern, hang- 
ing to the t'idgi* {hiK\ 

^*\Vhy not?’’ .saitl the cook, with an nnuiMvci amile* 
fun f<*r tlu» hny.s; ami they’ve always let you off 
pretty light in their frtilies. I don’t mind it.’’ 

yon don’t uuderstnmh” persisted the Manjuis, 
pleadingly, ’"'riiat tftan is county judge, and hisi acts 
are binding. I eun’t “ • (di, you ilon’t know' — 

The cook stepped forward and took the Marquisas 
hands. 

'•Sally Basconu” he sahl, “I KNOW!” 

'•You know !” falti red the Marquis, trembling. ‘NVnd 
you want to ” 

•'More than I ever wanted anything. Will you — 
here come t he hovs !” 

Tht* cow punchers crowded in, laden with armfuls of 
dc'Coratituis, 

••rerlilhnis c<tynte!’’ siul Phonograph, .sternly, ad- 
dressing the Marf|ni i. 'Wir you willing to patch up the 
damage y<urve <lid this ere slnh sicle«l but trustin’ tmru’h 
o’ calico by singh- foolin’ easy to the altar, or will we 
have to rope ye, and drag you thar?” 

The Mnr<jt*is pushed hack Ins hat, and leamd jatintily 
against some high piled sacks <if Ikuius. Ills cheeks were 
flushed, and his eyes were slnniug. 

••(fO on w ith the rat killinV’ “^aid he. 

A little while after a proeession approached the tree 
under which Iliickett, I lolly, and Haumlers were sitting 
smoking. 
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Limpy Walker was in the lead, extracting a doleful 
tune from his concertina. Next came the bride andt 
groom. The cook wore the gorgeous Navajo blanket 
tied around his waist and carried in one hand the waxen- 
white Spanish dagger blossom as large as a peck-meas- 
ure and weighing fifteen pounds. His hat was orna- 
mented with mesquite branches and yellow ratama* 
blooms. A resurrected mosquito bar served as a veil. 
After them stumbled Phonograph Davis, in the charac- 
ter of the bride’s father, weeping into a saddle blanket 
with sobs that could be heard a mile away. The cow- 
punchers followed by twos, loudly commenting upon the 
bride’s appearance, in a supposed imitation of the audi- 
ences at fashionable weddings. 

Hackett rose as the procession halted before him, and 
after a little lecture upon matrimony, asked : 

“What are your names?” 

“Sally and Charles,” answered the cook. 

“Join hands, Charles and Sally.” 

Perhaps there never was a stranger wedding. For, 
wedding it was, though only two of those present knew it. 

When the ceremony was over, the cow-punchers gave 
one yell of congratulation and immediately abandoned 
their foolery for the night. Blankets were unrolled and 
sleep became the paramount question. 

The cook (divested of his decorations) and the Mar- 
quis lingered for a moment in the shadow of the grub 
wagon. The Marquis leaned her head against his 
shoulder. 
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The Murquuf and Mim Salli/ 

“I (iicln’t know what else to do,” she was saj'ing. 
“hather was gone, atul we kids had to rustle. I had 
helped him so much with the cattle that I thought I'd 
turn cowboy. There wa.sn't anything else I could make 
a living at. 1 wasn't much stuck on it though, after I 
got here, and I’d have left only ” 

“Only what ?” 

"Y<iu know. Tell me something. When did you first 
• what made you 

“Oh, it was as sooii as we struck the camp, when Saun- 
«lers hawled out ‘The Marquis and Miss Sally !’ I saw 
how rattles! you got at the name, ami I had my sus— — ” 

“t’hwky!” whis[>ered the Martpiis. “And why 
slit>uld you think that I thought he was calling me ‘Miss 

.Sully'r 

“Hecause,” answered the cook, calmly, “I was the Map* 
<juis. My father was the Marquis of Rorodale. But: 
you’ll excuse that, won’t you, Sally? It really isn’t my 
fault, you know.” 



A FOG IN SANTONE 


[Published in The Cosmopolitan, October, 1912. ProV 
ably written in 1904, or shortly after O. Henry’s first 
successes in New York.] 

The drug clerk looks sharply at the white face half 
concealed by the high-turned overcoat collar. 

^^1 would rather not supply you,” he said doubtfully. 
‘TE sold you a dozen morphine tablets less than an hour 
ago.” 

The customer smiles wanly. ‘^The fault is in your 
crooked streets. I didn’t intend to call upon you twice, 
but I guess I got tangled up. Excuse me.” 

He draws his collar higher, and moves out, slowly. He 
stops under an electric light at the corner, and juggles 
absorbedly with three or four little pasteboard boxes. 
‘‘Thirty-six,” he announces to himself. “More than 
plenty.” For a gray mist had swept upon Sant one that 
night, an opaque terror that laid a hand to the throat of 
each of the city’s guests. It was computed that three 
thousand invalids were hibernating in the town. They 
had come from far and wide, for here, among these con- 
tracted river-sliced streets, the goddess Ozone has elected 
to linger. 

Purest atmosphere, sir, on earth ! You might think 
from the river winding through our town that we are 

TOO 
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malarinl, hut, nt>, sir ! UfjH'ntot! t*x}K'riiJU*ntH imule both 
hv tlu’ (iovi'ruiiU'nf nrul local cxjH‘rts sluov that our nir 
contnins luilhing tfflctcrious ™ nothing but o/oms 
pure o/inH\ Litmus pajirr t^-sts inmlt* all along the river 
»show —but v<iu can read it nil in the prospectuses; or 
the Santonliui will recite it for you, word by word* 

We may achieve cliruate, lad weather is thrust upon 
US. Snntone, cannot be blamed ftjr this cold gray 
fog that came and kissed tlu* Ups of the three thousundi» 
and tlu*n d**!iven’<J them to the cross, ‘‘rhat night the 
tuhercl»*s, whose ravages hope holds in check, multi- 
plied. 'rhe w rit fling fingers of the pale mist did not go 
thtmee hhuidless. Many of the wooers of ozone capita- 
late<J with tlu* enemy that night, turning their fact*s to 
tlu* wall in that ilumh, isolated apathy that so terrifies 
tlu'ir walc!u*rs. On the re<l stream of Ilemorrhngia a 
few souls drifterl away, leaving Ih'IuiuI pathetic heaps, 
white and chill ns flu* fog itself. Two or three came to 
view this atinosplioric wraith as the ghost of impossible 
joys, sent to whisper to them of the egregious folly it i^ 
to inhale breath into the lungs, only tti exhale it again, 
and tliese usihI whatever came handy to tiieir relief, pis- 
tt»!s, gas or the hfiiefieeut muriate, 

"riie purchaser tlu* morphia wanders into the fog, 
and at lengtli, finds himself upon a little iron bridge, one 
of the sciire <jr more in the heart of the city, under which 
the small tortuous river flows. He leans on the rail and 
gasps, for here the mist lias concent rafetl, lying like a 
fool pntl to garrote such of tlie 'riiree 'Thousand ns creep 
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that way. The iron bridge guys rattle to the strain of 
his cough, a mocking phthisical rattle, seeming to say to 
him : “Clickety-clack ! j ust a little rusty cold, sir — but 
not from our river. Litmus paper all along the banks 
and nothing but ozone. Clacket-y~clack !” 

The Memphis man at last recovers sufficiently to be 
aware of another overcoated man ten feet away, leaning 
on the rail, and just coming out of a paroxysm. There 
is a freemasonry among the Three Thousand that does 
away with formalities and introductions. A cough is 
your card ; a hemorrhage a letter of credit. The Mem- 
phis man, being nearer recovered, speaks first. 

“Goodall. Memphis — pulmonary tuberculosis — 
guess last stages.” The Three Thousand economize on 
words. Words are breath and they need breath to write 
checks for the doctors. 

^‘Hurd,” gasps the other. ‘‘Hurd ; of T’leder. 
jT’leder, Ah-hia. Catarrhal bronkeetis. Name’s Den- 
nis, too — doctor says. Says I’ll live four weeks if I — 
take care of myself. Got your walking papers yet?” 

“My doctor,” says Goodall of Memphis, a little boast- 
lugly, “gives me three months.” 

“Oh,” remarks the man from Toledo, filling up great 
gaps in his conversation with wheezes, “damn the dif- 
ference. What’s months ! Expect to — cut mine down 
to one week — and die in a hack — a four wheeler, not a 
cough. Be considerable moanin’ of the bars when I put 
out to sea. I’ve patronized ’em pretty freely since X 
struck my — present gait. Say, Goodall of Memphis — 
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if your doctor hus si t your pign no close — why don’t 
you - /;<*t <m a In^ sjirce jukI » to the devil quick and 
easy - like Tni doinjy;?’' 

*\\ spree," siiys (Joiuliill, as one who entertains a new 
idea, never <litl stich a thing, I was thinking of an- 
otlu»r wavi hut - - 

•‘(\nne on," invitcH the Oliioun, *Suul have some drinks. 
Fve been at it -for two <!ay.M, Imt the inf— » ernnl stuff 
bite like it used to. (fomlaU of Memphis, what’s 
your respiration?" 

‘'Twenty four." 

‘'Daily temperature?" 

"Hundred ami four." 

"You ean tlo it in two clays. Itll take me a — week. 
'I'ank up, friend (icoHlaU ™ have nil tfie fun you can; 
then off ytm go, in the middle of a jag, and s-s-save 
trouble and expense. Fm a s non of n gun if thU ain’t a 
liealth resort for your wbi»»kers! A Fake Krie fog’d 
get lost here in twii minute**." 

"You sai<! sometliiiig about a drink," says (woodalL 

A few minutes later they line up at a glittering bar, ami 
hang upon the arm rest. 'Fbe bartender, hUmd, heavy, 
well groomed, sets ottl tbeJr drinks, instantly perceiving 
that fie serves t\vt> of the Tbr«‘e Thousand. Ife observes 
that one is n mublle ag«*d man, well dressed, with a lined 
and sunken face; the other a inert hoy who is chiefly eyes 
and overcoat. Disguising well tfie tedium la'gotten by 
ninny repetitions, the server of drinks ia*gins to chant 
tfie sanitary saga of Sanfone. "Uatlier a moist nighty 
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gentlemen, for our town. A little fog from our river, 
but nothing to hurt. Repeated Test.s.” 

“Damn your litmus pnper.s,” ga.sp.s Toletlo — “with- 
out any — personal offense intended.” 

“We’ve heard of ’em before. Let ’em turn red, white 
and blue. What we want is a repeated test <»f that - 
whiskey. Come again. I paid for the la.st round, 
Goodall of Memphis.” 

The bottle oscillates from one to the other, continue! 
to do so, and is not removed from tlie counter. 'I’he bar- 
tender sees two emaciated invalids tlispose of enough 
Kentucky Belle to floor a dozen cowboys, without 
displaying any emotion save a sad ami contempla- 
tive interest in the peregrinations of the !>ottIe. So 
he is moved to manifest a solicitude as to the conse- 
quences. 

“Not on your Uncle Mark Hanna,” re.sfxuids Toledo, 
“will we get drunk. We’ve been — vaccinated with 
whiskey — and — cod liver oil. What wouhl scn<l you 
to the police station — only gives us a thirst. S-»-»et 
out another bottle.” 

It is slow work trying to meet death by tliat route. 
Some quicker way must be found. They leave the saloon 
and plunge again into the mist. The mdewalk-s an’ mere 
flanges at the base of the houses ; the slret’t a eohl ravine, 
the fog filling it like a freshet. Not far away is the 
Mexican quarter. Conducted as if by wires along the 
heavy air comes a guitar’s tinkle, and the demoralizing 
voice of some seftorita singing: 
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«’l priulo fi Mur/ir na* r«*rlitu» 

V uti «li* ti«n - 

I im %iiln Iji in««» iiUVU//‘ 

The tif it they thi not uniit rslnml ~iu*UhtT T«- 
lt*ih> nt»r Mrmp!u'», hut utinU nrr tin* Ln^t luipiirtunl 
tiling?* in life. 'Hu' nursir \vnr^ the tirenst^ of the M^ekern 
after Nejantinv, ineit ini^j; 'I\»h'<lo to munrlv: 

^‘'rhiise kiil^i t»f mine I wtuuler - hy <ioc!» Mr, 
Gotulnll of Memphis, ne loul too little of tlint tvliiskev ! 
Ku slow muHie in mims if ytm fih uM*. It unikeH you «Uh- 

rememlxT to for^^'et.'* 

Hurti of 'rolethn Ju re jmll^ out UIh watetu uiul Miyjt: 

'*rm a ^4>rt of a iLfun! (Jot an en^u/j^ement for n hack 
ride oti! to San IV<lro S}M*in^s at eleven, Fctrgot il. A 
fellow from Noo York* nml me, ami the ('astillo «i?<ierH 
at Uhiue*j;;ehJi r% (funieu, ^rhut Noo York ehnp’a a 
lucky iiojL? K<»t one wlmte lung gtnul ftir a year yet. 
Plenty <jf money, too. He pay?* f<»r everything. I can’t 
aflfortl Ui nuHH the jamlniree. Stirry you ain’t gning 
along. (t<*od In , (IcMidall of Memplii?*.” 

He rouml?* the corner iiiul nhutllea away, casting off 
thin cHHity the tiri (if ae(|UHiittanceHhi|> the inoribumi 
do, the m’^nstm of (li*»Holutioit heing mnriN auf^reme hour 
of egoi.Hm and HeUishncji^. Hut he turrui and ch 11?< back 
througli the fog to the other: 'lay, (Joodall of Mein- 

phi’i! If you gft there Jiefore I do, till Vm Htird’a 
a-comirr too. Hurd, «»f T’leder, Ah hin.” 

ThUH (iuodaUN tempter de^ertji him. 'Phat youths uft« 
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complaining and uncaring, takes a spell at coughing, and, 
recovered, wanders desultorily on down the street, the 
name of which he neither knows nor recks. At a certain 
point he perceives swinging doors, and hears, Altering 
between them a noise of wind and string instruments. 
Two men enter from the street as he arrives, aiul he fol- 
lows them in. There is a kind of ante-chamber, plenti- 
fully set with palms and cactuses and oleanders. At 
little marble-topped tables some people sit, while soft- 
shod attendants bring the beer. All is orderly, clean, 
melancholy, gay, of the German method of pleasure. At 
his right is the foot of a stairway. A man there holds out 
his hand. Goodall extends his, full of silver, the man 
selects therefrom a coin. Goodall goes upstairs and sees 
there two galleries extending along the sides of a concert 
hall which he now perceives to lie Ik‘1o\v and hey<md the 
anteroom he first entered. These gall(*ries are dlvldt*d 
into boxes or stalls, which bestow with the aid of hanging 
lace curtains, a certain privacy upon their oceupants. 

Passing with aimless feet down the aisle contiguous to 
these saucy and discreet compartments, he is iuilf 
checked by the sight in one of them of a young woman, 
alone and seated in an attitude of reHection. This young 
woman becomes aware of his approach. A smih* from 
her brings him to a standstill, and her subsecjiient invi- 
tation draws him, though hesitating, to the other chair 
in the box, a little table between them. 

Goodall is only nineteen. There are some whonu when 
the terrible god Phthisis wishes to destroy he first makes 
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boautiful ; and tlu* bay is ono «f these. Ills faee is wax^ 
Aud an awful jnilehritude is horn of the metmeinf; flame 
in his elu'eks. llis ev<‘s rfllt*et an uneurtlily vista enjL^en- 
(Jivred by the etudainty of his doom. As it is forbidden 
man to gue ss nceurntely eoneeruirig his fat<% it is inev- 
itable that he shall tnunble at the slightest lifting of the 
veil. 

d'he young wennan is weU“dresse<h arul exhibits a 
beauty of elisiiaetly feminine anti tender sort; an Kve- 
likt* eorneliness that seareely seems pretleslined to fade. 

It is immaterial, the steps by whieb the two aioimt to 
a eertain plane of gtmtl understamlitig; they are short 
ami few, as hefUs the oeenshm. 

A button n/»ainst tlje wall of the partition is fre- 
quently tlinfurlssj and a waiter eomes and goes at. signal. 

Ih’iisive beauty wtmbl notlung of nine ; t wti thick plaits 
of her bloml hair tiang ahmi.st to the floor; site is a lineal 
deseendant of the Lorelei. So the w'aiter brings the 
brew ; eflVrve.Heenl, icy, greenish golth n. The orchestra 
on the stage is playing *'Oh, Uaehel.” 'Lhe youngstem 
have exchanged a g<ajd bit of information. She calls 
him, '‘Walter’^ ami he calls lier Uosn.’- 

(iootlair.s tongite is loosene<l nml he has told her every- 
thing about hifiiself, about bis htime in Tennessee, tlie old 
pillared mansion tinder the oaks, the stables, the hunt- 
ing ; the friends lie has ; down to the ehickens, and the box 
hustles bfirdering the walks. About his coming South 
for tin* climate, hoping to escape the hereditary foe of 
his family. All about hiit three months on a ranch; the 
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deer hunts, the rattlers, and the rollicking in the cow 
camps. Then of his advent to Saidone, whore ho had 
indirectly learned, from a great specialist that his life’s 
calendar probably contains but two more h*avos. And 
then of this death-white, choking night which has come 
and strangled his fortitude and sent liim out to seek a 
port amid its depressing billow's. 

weekly letter from home failed to come,"*’ he told 
her, ^‘and I w^as pretty blue. I knew I had to go before 
long and I was tired of waiting. I went out and bought 
morphine at everj?’ drug store where they would sell mt‘ a 
few tablets. I got thirty-six quarter grains, and was 
going back to my room and take thorn, but I met a <iueer 
fellow on a bridge, who had a new' id(‘a.^^ 

Goodall fillips a little pasteboard box upon the table, 
put ’em all together in tlierc.” 

Miss Rosa, being a woman, must raise the lid, and gave 
a slight shiver at the innocent looking triturates. "M lor- 
rid things ! but those little, white bits — they C{>uld never 
kill one !” 

Indeed they could. Walter knew better. Nine grains 
of morphia ! Why, half the amount might. 

Miss Rosa demands to know about Mr, Hurd, of To- 
ledo, and is told. She laughs like a <ldighte<l cluhl- 
^‘What a funny fellow! But tell me more nhrjut: your 
borne and your sisters, Walter. I know' enough about 
Texas and tarantulas and cowboys,” 

The theme is dear, just now, to his mood, and he laya 
before her the simple details of a true home ; the little lim 



A Fog in Santone ‘ 109 

and endearments that so fill the exile’s heart. Of his 
sisters, one, Alice, furnishes him a theme he loves to dwell 
upon. 

^‘^She is like you, Miss Rosa,” he says. ‘‘'Maybe not 
quite so pretty, but just as nice, and good, and ” 

“There! Walter,” says Miss Rosa sharply, “now talk 
about something else.” 

But a shadow falls upon the wall outside, preceding a 
big, softly treading man, finely dressed, who pauses a 
second before the curtains and then passes on. Pres- 
ently comes the waiter with a message: “Mr. Rolfe 
says 

“Tell Rolfe I’m engaged.” 

“I don’t know why it is,” says Goodall, of Memphis, 
“but I don’t feel as bad as I did. An hour ago I wanted 
to die, but since I’ve met you. Miss Rosa, I’d like so much 
to live.” 

The young woman whirls around the table, lays an 
arm behind his neck and kisses him on the cheek. 

“You must, dear boy,” she says. “I know what was 
the matter. It was the miserable foggy weather that 
has lowered your spirit and mine too — a little. But 
look, now.” 

With a little spring she has drawn back the curtains. 
A window is in the wall opposite, and lo! the mist is 
cleared away. The indulgent moon is out again, revoy- 
aging the plumbless sky. Roof and parapet and spire 
are softly pearl enamelled. Twice, thrice the retrieved 
river flashes back, between the houses, the light of the 
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firmament. A tonic day will dawn, sweet and prosper- 
ous. 

‘‘Talk of death when the world is so beautiful T’ says 
Miss Rosa, laying her hand on his shoulder. “Do some- 
thing to please me, Walter. Go home to your rest and 
say : ‘I mean to get better,’ and do ifc.” 

“If you ask it,” says the boy, with a smile, “I will,” 

The waiter brings full glasses. Did they ring? No ; 
but it is well. He may leave them. A farewell glass. 
Miss Rosa says: “To your better health, Walter.” 
He says : “To our next meeting.” 

His eyes look no longer into the void, bub gaze upon 
the antithesis of death. His foot is set in an uruli.scov- 
ered country to-night. He is obedient, ready to go. 
“Good night,” she says. 

“I never kissed a girl before,” he confesses, “except 
my sisters.” 

“You didn’t this time,” she laughs, “I kissed you — 
good night.” 

“When shall I sec you again,” he persists. 

“You promised me to go home,” she frow^is, “and get 
well. Perhaps we shall meet again soon. (Jood night.” 
He hesitates, his hat in hand. She smiles broadly and 
kisses him once more upon the forehead. She watches 
him far down the aisle, then sits again at the table. 

The shadow falls once more against the wall, ''rhis 
time the big, softly stepping man parts the curtains and 
looks in. Miss Rosa’s eyes meet his and for half a min- 
ute they remain thus, silent, fighting a battle with that 
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Icing of wf.Mpons, I^rcsently the big man clraps the cur- 
tains and pussi's an, 

The orchestra ceases playing siuhlenly, nrul lui impor- 
tant v<iice can lie heard loudly talking in one of the boxes 
farther <h>un the aisle- No doubt some citizen entertains 
there s<niie visitor t<j the town, nrul Miss Ilosa leans hack 
in her chair and smiles at some of the wtirds she catches: 

*'rurest atmosphere - - in ttm world — litmus paper all 
long inithing hurtful --our city — nothing but pure 
ozone.’’ 

'rhe waiter ri'lurtis for the fray and glasses. As he 
enters, the girl erushes a little empty pasteboard box in 
htu' hand and throws It in a corner. She is stirring 
something in her glass with her hatpin, 

'•^Why, Miss Hosa/’ says the waiter with the civil fa- 
initiaritv he uses ““putting salt in your beer Uu« early 
in the night!"’ 



THE FRIENDLY CALI. 


[Published In “Monthly Magazine Section,” July, 1910 .] 

When I used to sell hardware in the West, I often 
“made” a little town called Saltillo, in ('olorado. I w&n 
always certain of securing a small or a large or<ler from 
Simon Bell, who kept a general store tliere. Bell was ojjc 
of those six-foot, low-voiced products, formed from a 
union of the West and the South. I like<l him. 'I'o look 
at him you would think he .shouhl he robbing st.Hge 
coaches or juggling gold mines with both hambs ; but h« 
would sell you a paper of tacks or a spool of thread, with 
ten times more patience and courte.sy than any sale.slady 
in a city department store. 

I had a twofold object in my last visit to Saltillo. 
One was to sell a bill of goods ; the other to a«lvi.se Hell of 
a chance that I knew of by which I wa.s certain he couhl 
make a small fortune. 

In Mountain City, a town on the Union racific, five 
times larger than Saltillo, a mercantile firm was about, to 
go to the wall. It had a lively and growing emstom, but 
was on the edge of dissolution and ruin. Mismanage- 
ment and the gambling habits of one of the partners ex- 
plained it. The condition of the firm wa.s not yet public 
property. I had my knowledge of it from a private 
source. I knew that, if the ready cash were ofFered, th* 
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stock aiul will could Ih» hought for about one fourth 
their value. 

On arriving in Saltillo I w'ont to Bcdra store. He 
noddeil to nus sniiled his hromk lingering smile, went on 
leisurc‘!y selling some candy to a little girl, tlien came 
arouml the counter and shook hands. 

‘‘’Well,’’ he saul (his invariahly preliminary jocosity 
at every call I ma<Ie), suppose you are <nit here mak- 
ing ko<lak pictures of the mountains, Ii\s the wrong 
time of the year to buy any hiirdw'are, of course/’ 

I told Hell almut the linrgain in Mountain City, If 
he wanted to take ndvaniage u{ it, I would rather have 
missed a sale than have him ov4'rst(H*ked in Saltill<». 

*‘It sounds goo<l/’ he said, with <‘nt!msiasni. “Fd 
like to hraiM'h <ait and do a higgtT business, and I’m 
obliged to you for menthming it. But - well, ymu como 
and stay at my Inuise to night and FlI think about it/’ 

It was then after sundown and time for the larger 
»t<ires in Snitillo to close. The clerks in Heirs put. away 
their hooks, whtrle<l the combination of tfie safe, put on 
their coats an<l hats and left for th<*ir homes. Hell 
pa<llockeii the big, <iouhle wooden front <loors, and we 
stood, for a moment, hreatlung the keen, fresh mountain 
air coming a<*ross the foothills. 

A big man wnlkisldown the street and stopped in front 
of the high porch of the store. His long, black mous- 
tache, black eyebrows, an<I curly black Imir contrasted 
qmnudy with his light, pink ct>mplexion, whicli behmged, 
by rights, to a blomle. He was about forty, an<l wore 
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a white vest, a white hat, a watch chain made of five- 
dollar gold pieces linked together, anti a rather well- 
fitting two-piece gray suit of the cut that college hoy# 
of eighteen are wont to affect. lie glancetl at me <li.s- 
trustfully, and then at Bell with coldness and, I thought, 
something of enmity in his e.xprcssion. 

“Well,” asked Bell, as if he wt're adtlressing a 
stranger, “did you fix up that matter.^” 

“Did I!” the man answered, in a resentful tone. 
“What do you suppose I’ve been here two weeks for? 
The business is to be settled to-night. Does that suit 
you, or have you got .something to kick al«)ut ?” 

“It’s all right,” said Bell. “I knew youM do il .” 

“Of cour.se, you did,” said the magnificent, stranger. 
“Haven’t I done it before?” 

“You have,” admitted Bell. “And so hnv»‘ I. How 
do you find it at the hotel?” 

“Rocky grub. But I ain’t kicking. Say - can you 
ipve me any pointers about managing that affair ? 
It’s my first deal in that line of husim>ss, you kumv.” 

“No, I can’t,” answered B<‘II, after some thought. 
“I’ve tried all kinds of ways. You’ll luive to try some 
of your own,” 

“Tried soft soap?” 

“Barrels of it.” 

“Tried a saddle girth with a buckle on the en<l of it ?” 
“Never none. Started to once ; and here’.s what I got.” 
Bill held out his right han<l. Even in the dei'pening 
twilight, I could see on the back of it a long, white scar. 
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that might have been made by a claw or a knife or some 
sharp-edged tool. 

^^Oh, well,” said the florid man, carelessly, know' 
what to do later on.” 

He walked away without another word. When he had. 
gone ten steps he turned and called to Bell : 

‘^You keep well out of the way when the goods are 
delivered, so there won’t be any hitch in the business.” 

“All right,” answered Bell, “I’ll attend to my end of 
the line.” 

This talk was scarcely clear in its meaning to me ; but 
as it did not concern me, I did not let it weigh upon my 
mind. But the singularity of the other man’s appear- 
ance lingered with me for a while; and as w'e walked 
toward Bell’s house I remarked to him: 

“Your customer seems to be a surly kind of fellow 

not one that you’d like to be snowed in with in a camp 
on a hunting trip.” 

“He is that,” assented Bell, heartily. “He reminds 
me of a rattlesnake that’s been poisoned by the bite of a 
tarantula.” 

“He doesn’t look like a citizen of Saltillo,” I went on. 

“No,” said Bell, “he lives in Sacramento. He’s down, 
here on a little business trip. His name is George Ringo, 
and he’s been my best friend — in fact the only friend 
I ever had — for twenty years.” 

I was too surprised to make any further comment. 

Bell lived in a comfortable, plain, square, two-story 
white house on the edge of the little town. I waited 
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in the parlor — a room deprcssingly g(>ntccl — furnished 
.with red plush, straw matting, looped-up lace curtains, 
and a glass case large enougli to contain a nuuniny, full 
of mineral specimens. 

While I waited, I heard, upstairs, that unmistakable 
sound instantlj’- recognized the world over — a bickering 
woman’s voice, rising as her anger and fury grew. I 
could hear, between the gusts, the temperate rumble of 
Bell’s tones, striving to oil the troubled waters. 

The storm subsided soon ; but not before I had heard 
tlie woman say, in a lower, concentrated toms rather 
more carrying than her high-pitchc‘d railings: “'riiis 
is the last time. I tell you — the last time. Oh, you 
awH understand.” 

The household seemed to consist of only Hell ami his 
wife and a servant or two, I was introduced to Mrs. 
Bell at supper. 

At first sight she seemed to be a handsome woman, but 
I soon perceived that her charm had been spoiled. An 
uncontrolled petulance, I thought, ami emotional «‘go- 
tism, an absence of poise and a habitual <li.ssatiHfaction 
had marred her womanhood. During the im*al, she 
showed that false gayety, spurious kindliness and re- 
actionary softness that mark the woman addicted to 
tantrums. Withal, she was a woman who might Ims 
attractive to many men. 

After supper, Bell and I took our chairs outsule, set 
them on the grass in the moonlight an 1 smoked. I'he 
full moon is a witch. In her light, truthful men dig up 
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for you of puror gold; while Iiar« squeeze out 

hriglder <‘<ilors froiiii the tubes of their inveiitiou. I saw 
BtlPs broad, slow smile eoine <uit upon his face and 
iing<*r there. 

’‘'I reckon you think <lt*orge and me are a funny kind 
of friends/’ lie saiil. ^''Fhe fact Is we tu'ver did take 
much interest in each ot tier’s eompHiiy. But his idea 
and mine, of wliat a friend shoukl lie, was always synonV" 
luous and we livetl up to it, striet, all these years. Novv^ 
ri! give y<iu an idt'a of what our i<Iea is, 

**A man ilon’t need hut om* frieml. I’he fidlow who 
<lrinks your licjuor and hangs arouiul you, slapping you 
on the hack ami taking up y<iur tinu*, t<‘lling you how 
much he likes you, ain’t, a friend, even if you did play 
marbles at M’htiol and (Ish in the same creek with him. 
As long as you <hurt n<s*d a friemi tme <»f that kiiul may 
nn.s\uu‘. Hut a fru-ml, to my mint!, is one you can <lenl 
with on a striet reciprocity basis like me and (Jeorgo 
have always thnie, 

*‘A good many years ago, him ami me was eonnected 
in a number iif wavs. We put our capital togetlu r and 
run a line of freiglit. wagons in New Mexico, and we 
mined sona* and gamldetl a fmv. And then, we got into 
trouble of one ov two kituls; and I reckon that got us 
on a lieller undersiamlalile basis than anything else <lid, 
unless st was the fji<’t t!mt \v<* never had much pm-sonal 
use for each oiher\ ways, (letirge is the vainest man I 
<»ver Sfc, ami the biggest lirag. !!»' <andil blow the hig- 
gest geyser in the Voseinite \ alley huek into its hole with 
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one whisper. I am a quiet man, ami fond of studious - 
ness and thought. The more we used to see each oilier, 
personally, the less we .seemed to like to he together. If 
he ever had slapped me on the hack and snivelled over 
me like I’ve seen men do to what they ealled their friends, 
I know I’d have had a rough-and-tumhle with him on the 
spot. Same way with (Jeorge. lie hated iny ways aa 
bad a.s I did his. When we Avere mining, we lived in .sejia- 
rate tents, so as not to intrude our ohnoxiousness on 
each other. 

“But after a long time, we begun to know <-aeh of ns 
could depend on the other when we were in a pinch, up t<> 
his last dollar, word of honor or perjury, hullet, or drop 
of blood we had in the world. We never even spoke of it 
to each other, bccau.se that Avould have spoileil it. But 
we tried it out, time after time, until we ennu* to know. 
I’ve grabbed my hat and jumped a freight and roilc 200 
miles to identify him ivlien he was about to be hung by 
mistake, in Idaho, for a train robber. Once, I laid sick 
of typhoiil in u tent in Texas, without a dollar or a 
change of clothes, and sent for (Jeorge in Boi.se City. 
He came on the next train. The first thing he did before 
speaking to me, was to hang up a little looking gln.s.s on 
the side of the tent and curl his moustache and rub some 
hair dye on his head. Ilis hair is naturally a light red- 
dish. Then he gave me the most scientific cu.s.sing I ever 
had, and took off his coat. 

“ Tf you wasn’t a Moses-meek little Mary’s lamb, you 
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wouldn’t have been took down this ® swiiivp 

‘Haven’t you got gumption enough not to < i 
* ^ whenever 

He lUJitiv me a 


water or fall down and scream 
little colic or feel a mosquito bite youi" 
little mad. ^ r . 

“ ^You’ve got the bedside manners of a Piute nu < u in 
man,’ says I. ^And I wish Tout'd go away and t 
die a natural death. I’m sorry I 
‘‘‘I’ve a mind to,’ says George, 


me 


for yoiK' 
nobody cares 

whether you live or die. But now I’ve boon tricLt d 
coming, I might as well stay until this little at lac v 
indigestion or nettle rash or whatever it is, passes away. 

“Two weeks afterward, when I was beginning to t 
around again, the doctor laughed and said he w’as huh 
that my friend’s keeping me mad all the time di<I inon'* 
than his drugs to cure me. 

“So that’s the way George and me was friends. I here 
wasn’t any sentiment about it — it was ju^^t give ami 
take, and each of us knew that the other was ready for 


the call at any time. 

“I remember, once, I played a sort of joke on (jfcorge, 
just to try him. I felt a little mean about it afterward, 
because I never ought to have doubted he’d do it- 

“We was both living in a little town in the San X^^ius 
valley, running some flocks of sheep and a few cattle. 
We were partners, but, as usual, we didn’t live togetluT. 
I had an old aunt, out from the East, visiting for the 
summer, so I rented a little cottage* She soon had a 
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couple of cows and some pigs and chictens to make the 
place look like home. George lived alone in a little 
cabin half a mile out of town. 

‘^One day a calf that we had, died. That night I 
broke its bones, dumped it into a coarse sack and tied it 
up with wire. I put on an old shirt, tore a sleeve ’most 
out of it, and the collar half oJBF, tangled up my hair, put 
some rod ink on my hands and spashed some of it over 
my shirt and face. I must have looked like I’d been hav- 
ing the fight of my life. I put the sack in a wagon and 
drove out to George’s cabin. When I halloed, he came 
out in a yellow dressing-gown, a Turkish cap and patent 
leather shoes. George always was a great dresser, 
dumped the bundle to the ground. 

“Sh-sh !’ says I, kind of wild in my way. ^Take that 
and bury it, George, out somewhere behind your house 
— bury it just like it is. And don ’ 

‘^^Don’t get excited,’ says George. ‘And for the 
Lord’s sake go and wash your hands and face and put 
on a clean shirt.’ 

“And he lights his pipe, while I drive away at a gallop. 
The next morning he drops around to our cottage, where 
my aunt was fiddling wuth her flowers and truck in the 
front yard. He bends himself and bows and makes com- 
pliments as he could do, when so disposed, and begs a 
rose bush from her, sajung he had turned up a little land 
back of his cabin, and wanted to plant something on it 
by way of usefulness and ornament. So my aunt, flat- 
tered, pulls up one of her biggest by the roots and gives 
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ifc to Iiiin. Ant‘rvvur<I I soe it ^rowing whoro lie planted 
it, in a [)lai‘<' wiiert* the grass had been cleared olf and 
the (iirl levelleti. Hut neilher (}t‘orge nor me ever spoke 
of it to each oi lier again.’’ 

The moon rose liigher, possibly drawing water from 
tlie sen, pixies from their dells and certainly more con- 
fuleue<*s from Simms Hell, the friend of a frieiul. 

‘‘I'here come a lime, not long afterward,’'’ he went on, 
*Svhea I was able to <lo a good turn for (Jeorge Ringo. 
Georgt* had madi' a little pile of money in beeves and he 
was up in Denver, and he showed up wlum I saw him, 
w<’aririg de(‘r-skln Vi*sts, y<llow shoes, clothes like iht! 
awnings In front of <lrug stores, and lus hair dyed so 
bhu' that it bjokiul black in the dark, lie wrote me to 
come u{i there, <|u!ek^ — (hat he needed me, b> bring 
the best otdfit of c!<dht*s I had. I had ’em on when I 
got; the letter, so I left; on Ihe ne?it train. (Joorge 


Hell stof)pt*d for half a minute, listening intently, 
thought I h<'ar<l a t<’am coinlngdown the road,” ho 
explaimal. “<}eorg(» was at n summer resort on a lake 
near Denver ami was put ting on as many airs as lie krmw 
liow. He had n nt^'d a liitle twt) room cottage, ami had 
a (’hlhatihnu dog and a humumck and eiglit; dirterent 
kimls of wabdng sli<’ks. 

** "Simms,’ be says to me, ‘fh<*rt‘’s a widow woman here 
that’s pestering ihe soul out; of me with her intenilons. 
I can't get out of !i<u' \vay. ft ain’t flint slie ain’t hum!« 
Home and agreeable, in a sort of style, but; lier alien- 
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tions is serious, and I ain’t ready for io marry nobody 
and settle down. I can’l: to no festivity nor sit on 

the hotel piazza or mix in any of the society round-iips, 
but what she cuts me out of the herd and puts her <laily 
brand on me. I like this here place,’ ^^oes on Ch'or^e, 
^and Pm making a hit here in the most, censorious circles, 
so I don’t want to have to run away from It. So 1 sent 
for you.’ 

‘What do you want rne to do?’ I asks George. 

« ‘Why,’ says he, ‘I want you to head her off. I want 
you to cut me out. I want you to coitie to fhe n»scue* 
Suppose you seen a wildcat alwut for to eat me, what 
would you do ?’ 

‘“Go for it,’ says I. 

‘“Correct,’ says George. ‘Then go for this Mrs. De 
Clinton the same.’ 

‘“How am I to do it?’ I asLs. ‘By force and uwful- 
ness or in some gentler and less lurid manner?’ 

“ ‘Court lier,’ George says, ‘get her my trail. Feed 
her. Take her out in boats. Hang around lier and 
stick to her. Get her mashed on you if you can. Some 
women arc pretty big fools. Who knows hut what she 
might take a fancy to you.’ 

‘“Had you ever thought,’ I asks, ‘of repressing your 
fatal fascinations in her presence; of squeezitig a harsh 
note in the melody of your siren voice, of veiling your 
beauty — in other words, of giving lier the hoimce your- 
self?’ 

“George sees no essence of sarcasm In my remark. He 



A Friendly Call 123 

twists his nioustacho Hnd looks at the points of his 
shoes. 

‘‘‘Well, Simms,’ ho said, 'you know how I am about 
the huhos, I can’t hurt none of Ihoir foolinf^s. I’m, 
hy nature, polilo and esteomful of their Intents and pur- 
poses. This Mrs. Do Clinton doift appear to he the 
suitable sort for me. Besides, I ain’t a marrying man 
by all means.’ 

*“A11 right,’ saul I, ‘Til do the best I can in the case.’ 

“So I houglit a new outfit of clothes and a hook on eti- 
quette and nuuie a dead se t for Mrs. Oe Clinton. She 
w‘as a fine-looking woman, clieerfiil and gay. At first, I 
almost had to liohlile lier to keep her from loping aroumi 
at (h'orge’s Iieels ; htd finally I got her so she seemed glad 
to go riding with nw and sailing on the lake; nml she 
seeme<l real hurt on the mornings when I forgot to send 
her a Inimdi of flowers. Still, I di<hrt likt* the way she 
Iooke<i at (Jeorge, sometimes, out of the corner of her eye. 
(Jeorge was having a fine time n<»w, going with tlu» whole 
Inirndi just as he pleased. Veshn,” continiusi Bell, ‘‘she 
c<TtainIy was a fine-looking woman at that lime. She’s 
chnngcil some since, as you might have noticed at the 
supper table.” 

“Wliat !” I exelaimed. 

“I marrie<l Mrs. l)e Clinton,” w'ent on Bell. “One 
evening while we were up at the lake. When I told 
Georgi* about it, he opene<l his mouth and I thought he 
was gtung to break our traditions and .say something 
grateful, but he swallowed it back. 
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^All right,’ says he, playing with ^ 

you won’t have too much trouble. 
going to marry.’ 

‘‘That was three years ago,” said jj, 
here to live. For a year we got along 
then everything changed. For two . 

ing something that rhymes first-clas^ 

You heard the row upstairs this eveni^^^^ ' 
merry welcome compared to the usual 
tired of me and of this little town life 
day, like a panther in a cage. I stood 
ago and then I had to send out The 
George in Sacramento. He started tb^ 
wire.” 

Mrs. Bell came out of the house 
Some strong excitement or anxiety seexxie 
her, but she smiled a faint hostess smil^? 
keep her voice calm. 

“The dew is falling,” she said, “and 
rather late. Wouldn’t you gentlemen rath 
the house?” 

Bell took some cigars from his pocket ax 
“It’s most too fine a night to turn in yet- 
Ames and I will walk out along the road sl m 
have another smoke. I want to talk wit I 
some goods that I want to buy.” 

‘Tip the road or down the road?” asked I 

“Down,” said Bell. 

I thought she breathed a sigh of relief- 
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Whori WO had ^ono a hiuidml yards and llu* h()Uso ho- 
canu* ftinooalod i)y troos, Ht‘ll /^uitfod mo into ilu* thiok 
grovo lliat Iho road uad hack ihrough (hoiu toward 

tho hoiiso again* \\*e stoppod wiihin iwoiity yards of 
tho house, ounooalod hv flu* <lark shadows. I wtuidorod 
at this inanouwr. And tho!i I Iu*anl in tho <Iislance 
coming down tho road beyond tla* house, iho regular 
hoofheats of a team of horses. Bell la id his watch in a 
ray of moonlight. 

*'(hi time, williin a minute,’*'’ ho said. <«oorgo\s 

way.’’ 

'i’he team slowed up as it drew near the house atui 
stopped in a pnt<*h of hlaok shfulows. We saw the 
figure of a woman eurr ving a heavy valise inovt* swiftly 
from till* <dher sith* <»f the house, and hurry l(» the wait" 
ing vehleit*. ^rhen it rolled away l>riskly in the direclion 
from whieh it had come. 

I looke<l at Bell Inquiringly, I suj)pr)se. I ct*rtainly 
asked him no <{ue.Htiori. 

'‘Sheks running away witli (Jeorge,” sahl Bell, simply, 
“lie’s kept mo jjosted nht>ut the progress of the seheme 
all ahing. She’ll gel a divorce in six months aiu! Hum 
(Joorge will marry her. He never lu*lps anyhoily half- 
way. It’s all arranged hetw<*en them.” 

I began to Wonder what friendshifi was, after all. 

When we went into the house, Bell h<*gnn to talk 
easily on other suhje(d.s ; and I t<iok Ins can*. By and by 
the hig chance fo huv out the busliu*s.s in Mounialn (’ity 
came hack to my mind and I began to urge it upon hinu 
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Now that he was free, it would be easier for him to 
the move ; and he was sure of a splendid bargain. 

Bell was silent for some minutes, but when I looted 
him I fancied that he was thinking of something else— 
that he was not considering the project. 

‘‘Why, no, Mr. Amos,” he said, after a while, “T can’t 
make that deal. Pm awful thankful to you, though, fof 
telling me about it. But I’ve got to stay here. I can t 
go to Mountain City.” 

“Why?” I asked. 

“Missis Boll,” he replied, “won’t live in Mountain City^ 
She hates the place and wouldn’t go there. I’ve got to 
keep right on here in Saltillo.” 

“[Mrs. Boll!” I exclaimed, too puzzled to conjecture 
what he meant. 

“I ought to explain,” said Bell. “I know George and 
I know Mrs. Bell. He’s impatient in his ways. 
can’t stand things that fret him, long, like I can. Six 
months, I give them — six months of married life, and 
there’ll be another disunion. Mrs. Bell will come baclc 
to me. There’s no other place for her to go. I’ve got 
to stay here and wait. At the end of six months. I’ll 
have to grab a satchel and catch the first train. For 
George will be sending out The Call.” 



A DINNER AT- 


[The story referred to in this skit appears in “The 
Trimmed Lamp” under the same title — “The Badge of 
Policeman O'Roon.”] 

THE ADVENTURES OF AN AUTHOR WITH HIS OWN HERO 

All that day — in fact from the moment of his crea- 
tion — Van Swellcr had conducted himself fairly well in 
Juy eyes. Of course I had had to make many conces- 
sions; but in return he had been no less considerate. 
Once or twice we had had sharp, brief contentions over 
certain points of behavior; but, prevailingly, give and 
take had been our rule. 

His morning toilet provoked our first tilt. Van 
Sweller went about it confidently. 

‘‘The usual thing, I suppose, old chap,’’ he said, with 
a smile and a yawn, “I ring for a b. and s., and then 
I have my tub. I splash a good deal in the water, of 
course. You are aware that there are two ways in which 
I can receive Tommy Carmichael when he looks in to 
have a chat about polo. I can talk to him through the 
bathroom door, or I can be picking at a grilled bone 
which my man has brought in. Which would you pre- 
fer?” 

* See advertising column, “Where to Dine Well,” in the daily 
newspapers. 
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I smiled with diabolic satisfaction at his coming' 
comfiture. 

^^Neither,” I said. ‘^You will make your appear- 
on the scene when a gentleman should — after yo^i 
fully dressed, which indubitably private function - 
take place beliind closed doors. And I will feel indd 
to you if, after you do appear, your deportment 
manners are such that it will not be necessary to inf 
the public, in order to appease its apprehension, that 
have taken a bath.” 

Van Sweller slightly elevated his brows. 

^^Oh, very well,” he said, a trifle piqued. ‘‘I rai 
imagine it concerns you more than it does me. Cut 
‘tub’ by all means, if you think best. But it has t 
the usual thing, you know.” 

This was my victory; but after Van Sweller emer 
from his apartments in the ‘‘Beau j olie” I was vanquis 
in a dozen small but well-contested skirmishes. I allo^ 
him a cigar ; but routed him on the question of nam 
its brand. But he worsted me when I objected to g 
ing him a “coat unmistakably English in its cut.’’ 
allowed him to “stroll down Broadway,” and even p 
mitted “passers by” (God knows there’s nowhere to p 
but by) to “turn their heads and gaze with evid< 
admiration at his erect figure.” I demeaned inys« 
and, as a barber, gave him a “smooth, dark face w 
its keen, frank eye, and firm jaw.” 

Later on he looked in at the club and saw Fred 
Vavasour, polo team captain, dawdling over grilled be 
No. 1. 
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olu ln‘gim \'an Swcllcr; hut in an Instant 

I Imtl M i. rii liiin hy ihe collar and drag'^cd liitu aside 
with the scan! u\sl courtesy. 

^'Fnr iuMw ifs sake talk like a man,’’ I said^ sternly, 
*"I)<) you Ihiiik it is manly to mse those mushy and inane 
forms of adtlrcss? Tliat man is ueillier dear nor old 
nor a hoy.''" 

'Fo my surprise Van Sweller tunual upon me a look 
of frank pleasure. 

am jL;:lad to hear you say that,” he said, heartily, 
used lh<»se words because I have Ihhsi forced to say 
them so often. 'I'hey really are contempt ihle. Thanks 
for cornTlin/^ rms dear old hoy.” 

Still I must admit that Van Svvt'ller’s ciJiidnct in the 
park that nu^rnin^ was almost; without thiw. 'Vhe cour- 
age, Ihe <la.sh, the modesty, ihe skill, and fidelity that 
he displav^si at<mcd for every lliing. 

^rhis is the way the story runs. 

\‘nii Swi'ller has been a geuileman member of the 
**llugged nidt‘rs,” the <M>mpany that tnade a war with a 
foreign country famous. Among ids comrades wuiH 
Lawrence O’Kotm, a man whom Van Sweller liked. A 
stratige thintt nnd a hazardous one in fiction* was 
that Van S\v<IIer and O’llcicm resembled each other 
mightily in face, forni, and general appearance. After 
the war Van Sweller pulled wires, and O’Uooa was made 
a mounted polh'emam 

Nt>w, oui* night hi New York there nvo commemora- 
tions nrul Uhniiuns by old eomruiles^ anti in I!j<‘ nuirrnng. 
Mounted Ihdici man O’llooii, unused to potent liciuids— " 
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another preuiLse hazardous in fiction — fiiuLs iho 
bucking and bounding like a bronco, wilh no stirrup into 
which he may insert foot and save his honor and his 
badge. 

Noblesse oblige? Surely. So out along the drivt'- 
ways and bridle paths trots Hudson Van Sweller in the 
uniform of his incapacitated comrade, as like unto him as 
one French pea is unto a jwfit pois. 

It is, of course, jolly larks for Van Sweller, who has 
wealth and social position enough for him to mas(|uerndo 
safely even as a police commissioner d<nng his <Uit v, if 
he wished to do so. But society, n<d given to srarming 
the countenances of !nount(‘<l policenu*!), sees notliing 
unusual in the oflicer on the heat. 

And then comes the runaway. 

That is a fine scene — the swaying victoria, flie im- 
petuous, daft horses plunging ilirough the line of scat- 
tering vehicles, tlie driver stupidly holding his hr<»ken 
reins, and the ivory-white face of Amy Ffolliott, ns she 
clings desperately W'ith eaeh shaider hand. Fear has 
come and gone: it has left her expression pensive an<I Just 
a little pleading, for life is not so bitter. 

And tiien tlie clatter and swoop of Mounted INdice- 
man Van Sweller! Oh, it was — but the story Ims not 
yet been printed. When it is you siiall learn how' lu‘ 
sent his bay like a hulhd after the Imperilled victoria, 
A Crichton, a Creesus, and a (Vntaur in one, he hurls 
the invincihle comhinat ion into the client*. 

When the story is printed you w ill admire the brcatli- 
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less scene where Xan Swelier eheeLs !!ie heaiiloiii;' ieam* 
Ami ihea he iot^ks int(» Ainv l''f<»!heirs e^cs un»! *svt.s two 
thin^i;'s ' t he possil)iiiti<*s of a h.i[>|)ia(*ss iu' lins Inag 
sou/;^ht, and a naseeid promise oi* iL IU‘ is iinLri’eAn io 
her; but he stands in her si^^ld iiluudiiaU'd i>y tie.* henrs 
potent ^!orv, she his ami lu* hers by :dl ile* /j^elden, hnui, 
imreastinable laws oT love am! hli ralure. 

Ay, that is a rich nionienl. Atul it w!l! stir yon t(' find 
Van Sweller in that frullful nie!. of liiH’* thin kin <»1* his 
eoniradi‘ O'Uootu who is enrsin;^ his ;;vrat in;jj lied and in- 
eapalile l<‘^s in an unsieady ro<»in in a \Vt‘st Hide hotel 
while Van Sweller holds his iiiuln;e and his Inirnii*. 

Van Sweller Inairs Miss Ffolliuirs voiee IhriHin^irly 
asking the uunie lif her presrrser. If Ilmison Van 
Sweller, in p<iHeenian\s nnifoiao, has savisl the life of 
palpitating lienuly In lh<* park wlnvre is Mtiinded 
Ihilieiinaii (THoon, in wlmse li rrilory the di*<‘d Is <Ione? 
I low (jiiiekiy by a word <*ati the len-o r<’Vt‘a! hiinsellk Ihns 
<liseanling his innsr|nerndi* of im ligibihiy and dtiuhling 
tin* roinanee! But (here is his frimtd! 

Van Sweller fouelies his eap. *dt's nt^fhIng, Missd’ 
he says, sturdily; 'MhaTs what we an* piiitl for-*- to do 
our <iuty.’’ Ami a\\4iy lie rides. Ihit the story does 
not end there. 

As I have said, \’an Swi ller <’arried cdF the park seisie 
to Uiv det’ided .sa I isfa *’l hui. tv.en to me he was a, hero 
wheri lie foreswtjre, far the sakt* of Ids friend, tlii* nan iti- 
tie proniist* of his advetdare. !f v. as later in t h<‘ day, 
ain<»ngst the more e\aeiing camvenllon . Had enetunpasa 
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the society hero, when we had our livollest disa^rreenieut. 
At noon he went to O’Roon’s room and found him far 
enough recovered to return to his post, which he at once 
did. 

At about six o’clock in the afternoon Van Sweller fin- 
gered his waich, and flashed at mo a !)rier lo<»k full of 
such slirewd cunning that I suspected him at once. 

‘^Tiine to dr<‘ss for dinnei*, old man,” he said, with ex- 
aggerat('d ca relessness. 

‘‘Very well,” I answered, without giving him a clew to 
my suspicions ; “I will go with you to your rooms and se<i 
that you do tlio thing properly. I suppose that, every 
autlior must be a valet to liis own hero.” 

He affected clieorful acceptance of my somewhat offi- 
cious proposal to accompany him. I could see llmt he 
was annoyed by it, and that fact fastened <lt‘<’per in my 
mind the conviction that lie wais meditating some act of 
treacliery. 

When he had reached his apartments he said to me, 
with A too patronizing air: ‘‘There are, as you perhaps 
know, quite a number of little distinguishing touches to 
be had out of the dressing process. Some writers rely 
almost wholly upon them. I suppose that I am to ring 
for my n»an, and that he is to enter noiselessly, with an 
expressionh'ss countenance.” 

“Ho may <‘ntor,” I said, with decision, “and onlv enter. 
Valets do not nsnally enter a room shouting college songs 
or with St. \ itus’s dance in their faces; so the contrary 
may be assumed without fatuous or gratuitous assevera-* 
tion.” 
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‘‘I tnust ask you to par<lon nu\’^ oontiniuvi Van 
Swollcr, gniccfully, “for annoying you with c|uosti<)as, 
but soiuo of your inothods are a little new to me. Siiall 
I don a full-dress suit with an immaculate white tie — 
or is tiiere another tradition to be upset?’^ 

“You will wear,"’ I replied, ‘‘evening dress, such as a 
gtmtieman wears. If it is full, your tailor should be 
responsible for its hai^giness. And I will leave it to 
wiiutover erudition you are supposed to possess W'hether 
a while tie is rendered any whiter by being immaculate. 
And I will leave it to the consciences of you and your 
man whether a tie that is not white, and therefore not 
immaculate, could possibly form any part of a gontle- 
man’s evening dress. If not, then the perfect tic is 
include<l and understood in tlie term ^dress,’ and its 
expressed addition predicates either a redundancy of 
apiH'ch or the spectacle of a man wearing two tics at 
once,” 

With this mild but deserved rebuke 1 left Van Sweller 
in his dressing room, and waited for him in his library. 

About an hour later his valet came out, and I heard 
him telephone for an electric cal>. Then out came Van 
Sweller, smiling, but with that sly, secretive design in 
his eye that was pu7.?:llng me, 

“I believe,” he said easily, as he smoothed a glove, 
*Hhat I wdll drop in at — ^ — • for dinner,” 

I sprang up, angrily, at his words. Tliis, then, was 
the paltry trick he had been scheming to play upon me. 

•St’c* «<iv*Ttblng column, **Wlicr« to Dine Well,’* in the dully 

iiiiwipiiptri. 
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I faced him with a look so grim that even his patrician 
poise was flustered. 

^‘You will never do so,” I exclaimed, *S'ith my per- 
mission. What kind of a return is this,” I contiiuiod, 
hotly, ^"'for the favors I have granted you? I gave you 
a Wan’ to your name when I might have called you 
Werkins’ or ^Simpson.’ I have humbled myself so far 
as to brag of your polo ponies, your automohilos, and 
the iron muscles that you acquired when you wore stroke- 
oar of your ‘varsity eight,’ or ‘eleven,’ whichever it. is. 
I created you for the hero of this story; and I will not 
submit to having you queer it. I have tried to make 
you a typical young New York gentleman of the h^gIu^st 
social station and breeding. You have no reason to 
complain of my treatment to you. Amy Ffolliott, the 
girl you are to win, is a prize for any man to he tluuikful 
for, and cannot be equalled for beauty — provided the 
story is illustrated by the right artist. I do noh uruler- 
stand why you should try to spoil everything. 1 had 
thought you were a gentleman.” 

“What it is you are objecting to, old man?” asked 
Van Sweller, in a surprised tone. 

“To your dining at I answered, “The ph^as- 

ure would be yours, no doubt, but the responsiinlity 
would fall upon me. You intend <lellherately to make 
me out a tout for a restaurant. Where you (line to- 
night has not the .slightest connection with the threa<l of 

*wSee iulvertising column, **Wherc to Dine WelV In the 
new.spapers. 
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#iir slory. \‘tui know very well that the plot veijnires 
that yi)U he iu front o( the Alhambra Opera House at 
11 :\H) whore you are to rescue Aliss FfolSiott a second 
time as the tire engine ( rashes into her cab. Until that; 
time your movements are iinmalerial to lh<‘ reader. 
■Why cnn’t. you dine out of si^ht soniewhere» as many 
n lu ro does, instead of insistin/j^ upon an inapposite ami 
vulgar ejchi!)Ition of yourself?’*'* 

^\My <h ar fellow, ’*'* said Van Swellcr, politely, hut with 
n stubhorn tighter»ing of his Ups, ‘‘Fni sorry it doesiffc 
please you, but. thi‘rt*\s no help for it. Even a eharacter 
in a story has rights that an author eanuot ignore. The 
liero of a story of New York social life must dine at 
^ at least orua» during its aef ion.” 

^^Iust,’ ” r echoed, disdainfully ; ^Vhy *naisF ? Who 
demands it?” 

"‘The muga/ine (‘ditors,'*’ answ(‘red Van Sweller, giving 
me n glance of significant warning. 

^*But why?” I persisted. 

^^To please subHcrlbers around Kankakee, said 

Van Sweller, wltlmut. hesitation. 

‘"IIow do you know these things?” I itujuired, witli 
sudden suspicion. “You never came into existence until 
this morning* You are only a character in fiction, any- 
way, r, myself, created you. How is it possible for yon 
to know anything?” 

“Fardrm me for referring to it,” said Van Sweller, with 

•See KttvrrUHlti^ column, “Where to Dine Well,” in the d«llj 
iii»wspiu>er«. 
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a sympathetic smile, “but I have been the hero of hun- 
dreds of stories of this kind.” 

I felt a slow flush creeping into niy face. 

“I thought . . •” I stammered; “I was hoping 

. . . that is . - . Oh, well, of course an abso- 

lutely original conception in fiction is impos.sible in these 
days.” 

“Metropolitan types,” continued Van Sweller, kindly, 
“do not offer a hold for much originality. I’ve sauntered 
through every story in pretty much the same way. .Now 
and then the women writers have made me cut .some 
rather strange capers, for a gentleman; hut the men 
generally pass me along from one to another without 
much change. But never yet, in any story, have I failed 
to dine at 

“You will fail this time,” I said, emphatically. 

“Perhaps so,” admitted Van Sweller, looking out of 
the window into the street below, “hut if .so it will he for 
the first time. The authors all send me there. I fancy 
that many of them would have likc'd to accompany me, 
but for the little matter of the expense.” 

“I say I will be touting for no restaurant,” I repeated, 
loudly. “You are subject to my will, and I <leclare that 
you shall not appear of record this evening until the 
time arrives for you to rescue Miss FfoHiolt again. If 
the reading public cannot conceive tl»at you have din<>d 
during that interval at some one of the thousands of 

*Sce advertising column, “Where to Dine Well,” I» tlie 
newspapers. 
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^fablishments provided for that purpose that do not 
receive literary n<lverliscnu‘nt it may suppose, for aught 
I care, that you liave gone fasting.’’ 

^‘"riuiiik you,” said \'au Sweller, rather coolly, ^*you 
arc hardly courteous- But take care! it is at your own 
risk that you attempt to disregartl a fundamental prin- 
ciple in metropolitan fiction - one that is dear alike to 

author and reader. I shall, of course attend to my 
duty wlien it comes time to rescue your heroine; but I 
warn y<m that it will Ih' your loss if you fail to send me 
to-night to dine at — 

**I will tnkt‘ the cotjsequences if there are to be any,” 
I replied. am not yet come to be sandwich man for 
an <'/iiing'house.” 

I walkcii ov(‘r to a table where I had left my cane and 
gloves, I tlu* whirr of the alarm in the cab Ik^Iow 

and I turned (juickl v- Van Sweller was gonc‘. 

I ruslual d<nui the stairs and out to the curb. An 
empty hansom was just passing. I hailed the driver ex- 
citedly. 

**Se<* that auto cab halfw-ay dowm the block?” I 
sliouted. “Follow it. Don’t lose sight of It for an 
instant, ami I will give you two dollnrs !” 

If I only had been one of tlie clmracters in my story 
in.^tead of myself I could easily have offered $10 or $25 
or even $100, Hut $2 was all I felt justified in exfxmd- 
ing. with fiction at its pre.sent rates. 

* Sre lalvertising colunm, “Where to Dine Well/’ In the dslly 
newspnpers. 
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Th€ cab driver, instead of lashing his animal into a 
foam, procee<led at a deliberate trot that suggested 
a by-the-hour arrangement. 

But I suspected Van Swoller’s design; and when we 
lost sight of his cab I ordered my driver to proem! at 
once to 

I found Van Swcller at a table under a juilin, just 
glancing over the menu, with a hopeful waiter hovering 
at his elbow, 

“Come with me,’’ I said, inexorably. “You will not 
give me the slip again. Under my eye you shall remain 
until 11:30.” 

Van Swellcr countermanded the order for his dinner, 
and arose to accompany me. lie couhl scarcely do loss. 
A fictitious character is but poorly e<iuippiKl for resist- 
ing a hungry but live author wdio comes to drag him 
forth from a restaurant. All he said was: “You were 
just in time; but I think you are making a misinke. 
You cannot afford to ignore the wishes of the great 
reading public.” 

I took Van Swcller to my own rooms ~ to my room* 
He had never seen anything like it before. 

“Sit on that trunk,” I said to him, “while I obsiTvc 
whether the landlady is stalking us. If she k not, I 
will get things at a delicatessen store l)elow, and cook 
something for you in a pan over the gas jet. It will 
not be so bad. Of course nothing of this will appear in 
the story.” 

*See advertising column, "‘Where to Dine In tfte dally 

newspapers. 
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‘Move ! oUi innn said Van Sweller, looking about liim 
'vvith interest, ‘‘this is a jolly little closet you live in! 
Where the devil <Io you sleep? — Oh, that pulls down! 
An<i I say - - what is this under the corner of the carpet? 
— Oh, a frying pan ! 1 see — clever idea ! Fancy cook- 

ing over the gas! What larks it will be!’^ 

"‘Think of anything you could eat?’’ 1 asked; ‘‘try 
a cho[>, or what?'’ 

“Anything,” saul Van Sweller, enthusiasUcall}', ‘‘ex- 
cept a grilled hone,” 

Two w<*eks afterward the postman brought me a large, 
fat env<*lope. I opened it, and took <mt something that 
I had seen In^fore, and this typewritten letter from a 
inaga'/.ine that encourages society fiction: 

V«mr story, *Ttie inulge of Pollcvmim 0*U<K>n,’^ Ik t>cre- 
with r<‘tnnw<t. 

We fir<* sorry ttini It hiis hern unfuvoriihly pnssrd upon; hut It 
serniK to lurk In sonir <if the e8M*iitliit r^iuimncnts of our puhll- 
entlon, 

I’hr story is splrmlhlly ronslrurtrU} itK style Is strong and In- 
fndtiihlr, wiul Its urtion nnd rlmrartrr-drawing tlrserve the high- 
est pnilse. Ah a story jwr Jfr It Ims merit lK*yond anything that we 
have rra<l for some time. But, ns we have said. It fails to come up 
to some of tl»e standur<ls we have set. 

Cotild you not re-wrlte the story, nnd Inject Into it tlie sw'lai 
atmosfdiere, and rrttirn it to us for furtlwr consideration? It is 
suggested to you that you have the her<». Van Sweller, drop in for 
lunelieon or dinner once or twice nt—^ or at tl>e — » — * which 
will he in line with the changes desired. 

Very truly yours, 

Tiiic F.iuroas. 

See advertising column, ^‘Wherc to Dine Well,” in tl>c dally 
newspaperik 
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[O, Henry wrote this for Ainslee*s Magassine, where it 
appeared in March, 1908.] 

PERSONS OF THE DHAMA 

Mr. Penne An Author 

Miss Lore An Amanutttuii 

Scene — Workroorn of Mr. Penne's poptilar novel 
factory, 

Mk. Penne — Good morning. Miss Lore. Giad to 
see you so prompt. We should finish that June iiuitall- 
ment for the Epoch to-day. I-everett is crowding me 
for it. Are you quite ready VVe will resume where 
we left off yesterday. (Dictates,) *‘Kate, with n sigh, 

rose from his knees, and 

Miss Lore — Excuse me; you mean ‘^rose from her 
knees,” instead of ““his,” don’t J'ou.^ 

Mr. Penne — Er — no— “his,” if 3^11 please. It if 
tlic love scone in the garden. (Dictates,) “Rose from 
his knees where, blushing with youth’s iK'witchlng coy- 
ness, she had rested for a moment after C'ortland had 
declared his love. The hour was one of supremo and 
tendor joy. When Kate — scene that Cortland never 

Miss Lore — Excuse me; but wouldn’t it bo more 

140 
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grammatical to say *Svheu Kale saw/" instead of "^‘acen”? 

Mk, Pknnk — The context will explain. (Dictates,) 
**When Kate — scene that Cortland never forgot — came 
tripping across the lawn it seemed to him the fairect 
sight that earth hud ever oilered to his gaze.” 

Miss Lohk- - Oh! 

Mr. Pknn'h {di('tutes) — ‘‘Kate had abandoned herself 
to the joy of her new»*foiind love so coiuplelely, that no 
shadow of her former grief was cast upon it. Cortland, 
with his arm firmly entwined about her w^aist, knew 
nothing of her sighs - — 

Mxs.s I.oiiK- -(JoodneHs! If he couldn’t tell her size 
with his arm around™ 

Mu. Pknkk (frincuhiff) — her sighs and tears of 
the previous night,” 

Miss Loiu:--«<)h! 

Miu Pr.NNK (dictates) - Cortland the chief 

charm of this girl was her look of innocence and imworld- 
iness. Never had nun ” 

Miss Loiu: - How about changing that to ‘‘never had 
any?” 

M», Pknnk (emphaticallt ^) had nun in 
cloiatereil cell a face more sweet and pure.” 

Miss Lour —Oh! 

Mu. pKKKit (dictates) —“But now Kate must hasten 
back to the house lest her absence be discovered. After 
a fond farewell she turned and sfieci lightly aw^ay. Cort- 
land’s gaze followed her. He watched her rise-™” 

Miss Loum — Excuse me, Mr. Penne; but how could 
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he watch her eyes while her back was turned towanl him? 

Ma. Penne {with extreme politeness) — Possibly you 
would gather my meaning more intelligently if you would 
wait for the conclusion of the sentence. {Dictates.) 
‘Watched her rise as gracefully as a fawn as she mounted 
the eastern terrace.” 

Miss Lore — Oh! 

Mr. Penne {dictates) — “And yet Cortland'.s position 
was so far above that of this rustic maiden that he 
dreaded to consider the social upheaval that would en.sue 
should he marry her. In no uncertain tones the tra- 
ditional voices of his caste and world cried out loiully 
to him to let her go. What shoidd follow — 

IVIiss Lore {looking up with a start) — I’m .sure 1 
can’t say, Mr. Penne. Unless {with a giggle) you woid<l 
want to add “Gallegher.” 

Mr. Penne {coldly) — Pardon me. I was not seek- 
ing to impose upon you the task of a collaborator. 
Kindly consider the question a part of the text. 

Miss Lore — Oh! 

Me. Penne {dictates) — “On one siile was love and 
Kate; on the other side his heritage of social position 
and family pride. W''ould love win? I.ove, tlmt the 
poets tell us will last forever! {Perceives that .Miss 
Lore looks fatigued, and looks at his watch.) That’s 
a good long stretch. Perhaps we’d bettet knock off a 
bit. 

(Miss Lore does not reply.) 

Mr. Penne — I said. Miss Lore, we’ve been at it 
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quite a long time — wouldnH. you like to knock off for a 
while ? 

Ahss Loiik — Oh! Were you addressing me before? 
I put what you said down, I thought it belonged in the 
story. It seeuuHi to fit in all riglit. Oh, no; I’m not 
tire<L 

Mu. Pkn’k k — Very well, tlien, we will continue. {Die- 
‘'In spite of tl)o«e qiuUm« and doubts, Cortland 
was a hapfjy man. ''rhat night at the club lie silently 
toasted Kate\s bright eyes in a bumper of the ra^t^«t vin- 
tage. Afterward he set out for a stroll with, as Kate 
on ” 

Mjss I.oiiK** « Kxcuse me, Mr. Penne, for venturing 
a suggestion; l)ut don’t you think you might state that 
in a less course manner? 

Mtt. PuNNK {a^ttmndal) Wlewh ~ Tm afraid I 
fail to umlerstaiid you. 

Miss Lou i: “ His coiuHlion. Why not say he was 
“full” or “intoxicated”? It would sound much more 
elegant than the^ way you express it. 

Mu. Pknnk (Mtill darkly rrandering) — Will you 
kindly point out. Miss Lore, where I have intimated that 
Oortlaml was “full,” if ycni prefer that word? 

Miss Lohk (cahfdy connultiny her ntenographic notn) 
— It Is right here, word for word. {liecKh,) “After- 
ward he set out for a stroll witli a skate on.” 

Mu. Pi'tKNK {xdth peculiar emphanu) — Ah! And 
now will you kimlly take down the <*xpurgated phrase? 
{Dictate$-) “Afterward he set out for a stroll wdth, as 
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Kate on one occasion had fancifully told him, her spirit 
leaning upon his arm.” 

Miss Lore — Oh! 

Mr. Penne (dictates) — Chapter thirty-four. Head- 
ing — «What Kate Found in the Oardon.*’’ frag- 

rant summer morning brought gracious tasks to all. 
The bees were at the honeysuckle blossoms on the porch. 
Kate, singing a little song, was training the riotous 
branches of her favorite woodbine. The sun, liimself, 
had row’s ” 

Mrss Lore — Shall I say ^‘liad risen”? 

Mr. Pexne (ver7/ slowly and with desperate delihera^ 
iion) — "'^Tho — sun — himself — had - “ rows • - of • - 
blushing — pinks — and — hollyhocks — and - hya- 

cinths — waiting — that — he — might " dry — Ihcir 
: — dew-drenched — cups.” 

Miss Lore — Oh! 

Mr. Pkxne (dictates) — ‘‘The earliest trolley, scat- 
tering the birds from its pathway like some marauding 
cat, brought Cortland over from Oldport, He had for- 
gotten his fair ” 

Miss Lore — Hm! Wonder how he got the conduc- 
tor to 

Mr. Penxr (very loudly) —“Forgotten his fair and 
roseate visions of the night in the practical light of the 
sober morn.” 

Miss Lore — Oh! 

Mr. Pennte (dictates) — “He grcete<J her with his 
usual smile and manner, ‘Sec the waves/ he cried, point- 
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ing to flio lu‘aving walors of tlu‘ sea, ‘ever wooing and 
rctiirrung io I he rockhound shore.’ '** ‘Heady to break,’ 
Kate said, wlih — — ” 

Miss iioui: “■ My ! One evening he has his arm around 
her, and Hie next morning he’s ready to break her head! 
Just like a lunn ! 

Mh. IhixN’K {idih m^picious c<dmne.Hs) — There are 
times, Miss I.ore, when a man becomes so far exasperated 
that even a woman Hut suppose we finish the sen- 

tence. { Dictetvs, ) ‘Heady to break,’ Kate said, with 
the thrilling hiok of a soid-awukened W'oman, ‘into foam 
anti spray, dt'siroying themselves upon the shore they 
love HO well.” 

Mish Lonr. -Oh! 

Mu. Pi’.NNK {(iirtntrs) - -‘‘Cortland, In Kate’s prOwi- 
cnee heard faintly the voice of caution. Thirty years 
Inui not cooled his ardor. It was in his power to bc'stow 
great gifts upon this girl. He still retained the beliefs 
that he ha<! at twenty.'’ (7*o Miss Lore, wearUy) I 
lliink ttnit w'ill he <nough for the present. 

Miss Louk (rem*///) — Well, if he had the twenty Uiat 
he b<‘iieve<l he hatl, it might buy her a rather nice one. 

Mu, I’uKNK (/aia////)'' The last sentence* was my 
own. We will discontinue for the <Jayi Miss I-ore. 

Miss Iconic -Shall I come again to morrow? 

Mr, Puknk {helpU\Hs under the epell)”-'l( you will 
lx* HO good. 

(Eijcit Miss Lore,) 

AsitKHTOH Curtain 



TICTOCQ 


[These two farcical stories about Tictocq a|»penre<l in 
The Rolling Stone. They are reprintcvl here with all of 
their local references because, written hurriedly and for 
neighborly reading, they nerertlielcss have an interest for 
the admirer of O. Henry. They were written in 189 1.] 

THE GEEAT PEENCH DKTECTIVK, IN AUSTIN 

A Successful Political Intrigue 

CHAPTBE I 

It is not generally known that Tictocq, Uu; famous 
French detective, was in Austin last week. He n*gis- 
tered at the Avenue Hotel under an assumed name, and 
his quiet and reserved manners singled him out at once 
for one not to be singled out. 

No one knows why he came to Austin, hut to one or 
two he vouchsafed the information that his mission wa.s 
an important one from the French Government. 

One report is that the French Minister of State has 
discovered an old statute among the laws of tlie empin*, 
resulting from a treaty between the Emperor Charle- 
magne and Governor Roberts which expressly provides 
for the north gate of the Capital grounds being kept 
open, but this is merely a conjecture. 

148 
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Last Wetlnesday aftoruoon a well-drcssod ^(‘ntleinaa 
knocked ill the door of Tictocq's room in the iiotel. 
The detective opened the door. 

^‘Monsieur Tictoaj, I believe,” 4said the gentleman, 
ou will see on the register that 1 sign my name Q. X. 
Jones,” said '’rictoeep *"iind gentlemen would understand 
that I wish to be known as such. If you do not like 
being rtderred to iis no gentleman, I will give you satis- 
faction any time after July 1st, and fight Steve O'Don- 
nc‘II, John McDonald, and Ignatius Donnelly in the mean- 
time if you desire.” 

do not mind It in the least,” said the gentleman. 
^^In fact, I am aeeustonu*d to it. I am Chairman of the 
Democralie Kxt eutive (’ommittee, IMatfonn No. 5i, and 
I hiive a frii^ml in trouble. I knew you were 'J'ictocq 
fnim your resemblance to yourself,” 

^^Knlr<*/. vous,” sai<l the <leleelive. 

''['he gentleman t‘ritere<l an<i was handed a chair. 

am a man of ft*w' words,” said 'ricto(j, will help 
your friiuid if possible. Our countries are great friends. 
\Vt' have given you Lufayetlt* and French fne<l potatoes. 
You have* given us ('alifornla chiuufiagne and — taken 
hack Wanl McAllister. State your case.” 

will Ik‘ very brief,” saitl the visitor, ^"In room No. 
7{J in this iiotel is .stopping a prominent Populist ('andi- 
<late. I le is aloiit*. [ uist night some one stole his socks. 
7'hey cannot be found. If they are not recovensl, his 
party will attribute their loss to the Demoeraey, 1 hey 
will make great capital of the burglary, nltliougli J am 
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sure it was Bot a political move at all. The socks must 
be recovered. You are the onlj man that can do it.” 

Tictocq bowed. 

“Am I to have carte blanche to question every person 
connected with the hotel?” 

“The proprietor has already been spoken to. Every- 
thing and everybody is at your service,” 

Tictocq consulted his watch. 

“Come to this room to-morrow afternoon at 6 o’clock 
with the landlord, the Populi-st Candidates and ari v other 
witnesses elected from both parties, and I will return 
the socks.” 

“Bien, Monsieur ; schlafen sie wohl,” 

“Au revoir.” 

The Chairman of the Democratic Executive Commit^ 
tec, Platform No. 2, bowed courteously and withdrew. 

Tictocq s<mt for the bell hoy, 

“Did you go to room 76 last night?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Who was there?” 

“An old hayseed what come on the 7 

“What did he want?” 

“The bouncer.” 

“What for?” 

“To put the light out.” 

‘T)id you take anything while in the room?” 

“No, he didn’t ask me.” 

“What is your name?” 



‘^You can go. 


Tictocq 
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CHAPTER 11 


The dra wing-rcxjms of one of the most magnificent pri- 
"Vate residences in Austin are a blaze of lights. Car- 
triages line the streets in front, and from gate to doorway 
is spread a velvet carpet, on which the delicate feet of 
the guests may tread. 

The occasion is the entr& into society of one of the 
fairest buds in the City of the Violet Crown. The rooms 
etre filled with the culture, the beauty, the youth and fash- 
ion of society. Austin society is acknowledged to bo the 
wittiest, the most select, and the highest bred to be found 
southwest of Kansas City. 

Mrs, Rutabaga St. Vitus, the hostess, is accustomed to 
draw around her a circle of talent, and beauty^ rarely 
equalled anywhere. Her evenings come nearer ap- 
proaching the dignity of a salon than any occasion, ex- 
cept, perhaps, a Tony Faust and Marguerite reception 
at the Iron Front. 


Miss St. Vitus, whose advent into society’s maze was 
heralded by such an auspicious display of hospitality, i« 
a slender brunette, with large, lustrous eyes, a winning 
smile, and a charming ingenue manner. She wears a 
china silk, cut princesse, with diamond ornaments, and a 
couple of towels inserted in the back to conceal prom- 
inence of shoulder blades. She is chatting easily an<l 
naturally cn a plush covered tete-a-tete with Harold St. 
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Clair, the agent for a Minneapolis pants company. Her 
friend and schoolmate, Elsie Hicks, who married three 
drummers in one day, a week or two before, and won a 
wager of two dozen bottles of Budweiser from the hand- 
some and talented young hack-driver, Bum Smithers, is 
promenading in and out the low French windows with 
Ethelbcrt Windup, the popular young candidate for hide 
inspector, wdiose name is familiar to every one who reads 
police court reports. 

Somewhere, concealed by shrubbery, a band Is playing, 
and during the pauses in conversation, onions can be 
smelt frying in the kitchen, 

H^PPy laughter rings out from ruby Ups, handsome 
faces grow tender as they bend over white necks and 
drooping heads ; timid eyes convey things that lips dare 
not speak, and beneath silken bodice and broadcloth, 
hearts beat time to the sweet notes of ^‘Love’s Young 
Dream.” 

‘^And where have you been for some time past, you 
recreant cavalier?” says Miss St. Vitus to Harold St. 
Clair. *‘Have you been worshipping at anotlKT shrine? 
Are you recreant to your whilom friends? Speak, Sir 
Knight, and defend yourself.” 

^‘Oh, come off,” says Harold, in his deep, musical bari- 
tone; ^Fve been having a devil of a lime fitting pants on 
a lot of bow-legged jays from the cotton-patch. Got 
knobs on their legs, some of ’em big as gourds, and all 
expect a fit. Did you every try to measure a bow-legginl 
— I mean — can’t you imagine what a jam-swizzled time 
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I have gottinp; pantM to fit Vm? Bu8ino.«iii tliiU to<^ no- 
body u'untH \fm over thret^ dollur.s/^ 

*‘Yoii iMjy,” says Miss St* Vitus* **Just ns full 
of bon mots and clever sayings as ever* What do you 
Jake nowr^ 

«()h,beer*^' 

“Give me your arm atul let's go into tfie drawing-rooui 
and draw a cork. Tin chewing a little cotton myself.’’ 

Arm in arm» tiie Iiarulsome couple puss across the 
room, the cyiujsure of all eyes. Luderic Hetherington, 
the rising ami gift«‘<l night»wntclnnnn at the L<me Star 
slaughter house, nml Mabel (}ruhi», the daughter of the 
millionaire owner of tlie Huinpe<l Imcketl (himel salooiu 
are standing undtT tin* oh^anders as they go by. 

“She is very beaut if uU” says Imderie* 

“Uats,” says Mabel. 

A k<‘en observer w'ould have noted all this time the 
figure of a solitary man wlio seemed to av<ud tlw* com- 
pany but by adroit changing of his posllloti, and per- 
fectly cool and self possessed manner, nvtndi^ci lirawing 
any especial attention to himself. 

The lion of the evening is Herr Professor Ludwig vou 
Bum, the pianist* 

lie had lK*en fotiml drinking beer in a saloon on Kusl 
Pecan Street by ('olonel St. Vitus about a week beftire, 
and according to the Austin custom in such cast s, \vns in- 
vited home by the colonel, and the arxt <lay uccepte<l into 
society, with large nnisic classics at hU servicT, 

Professor von Hum is playing the lovely symphony 
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in G minor from Beethoven’s ‘‘Songs Without 
The grand chords fill the room with exquisite h 
He plays the extremely difficult passages in the 
home run in a masterly mannerj and when he finis 
that grand te deuni with arpeggios on tlie side, 
that complete hush in the room that is dearer tc 
tist^s heart than the loudest applause. 

The professor looks around. 

The room is empty. 

Empty with the exception of Tictocq, the great 
detective, who springs from behind a mass of 
plants to his side. 

The professor rises in alarm. 

“Hush,” says Tictocq: “Make no noise at al 
have already made enough.” 

Footsteps are heard outside. 

“Be quick,” says Tictocq: “give me llmst 
There is not a moment to spare.” 

“Vas sagst du.?” 

“Ah, he confesses,” says Tictocq. “No socks 
but those you carried off from the Populist Can- 
room.” 

The company is returning, no longer liear 
music. 

Tictocq hesitates not. He seizes the professor, 
him upon the floor, tears off his shoes and soc 
escapes with the latter through the open wind< 
the garden. 
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Ticiocq’iJ room in llu* Avomie Hotel. 

A knock is hoard at the thior. 

''riclocq opens it and looks al lus watch. 

‘‘All,’’' he say«^ **it is just six. Kntrez, MesHieurs.’^ 
The inossiours eiitro/. ‘There are seven of them; the 
FojniHst ('amiulale who is there liy invitation, not know- 
ing for what purpose; tlie chairman of the Ueuuicrntic 
Kxecutive <\>mniittee, platform No. the hotel pro- 
prietor, and three or four Demoerats and Populists, as 
near as eouUI he found out. 

don't know," begins the Populist C'andidate, "*what 
in the h 

*‘Kx<nise n«s" says 'rieloecp firmly. '‘You will oblige 
me by ke<*ping silent unt il I make my report . I have Irhui 

employeil in thin case, m\d I have unravelled it. For the 
honor of France I re<jue.st that I Ik' henr<l with attention.'^ 
^‘(’ertainly," says the cbairmnn ; "w'e will Iw pleased to 
listen/’ 

Tictoeq stan<i<« in the centre of the room. The electric 
light buniH brightly above liim. He seems llie incarna- 
tion of alertness, vigor, cleverness, and cuniuiig. 

The company neat tliemselves in chairs along the wall. 
‘^When informe<l of the roblh’ry,” liegins Tictoeq, 
first questioned the tw^U fmy. He knew notliing, C went 
to the police Imatlqtiarters. ‘They knew nothing. I in 
vited one of them to the bar to drink. He said tiiere 
used to Ih‘ a little colored Iiov in the Tenth Ward who 
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stale things and kept them for recovery by the police, 
but failed to be at the place agreed upon for arrest one 
time, and had been sent to jail, 

then began to think. I reasoned. No man, said 
I, would carry a Populist’s socks in his pocket vrithout 
wrapping them up. He would not want to do so in the 
hotel. He would want a paper. Where would he get 
one.^’ At the Statesman office, of course. I went there. 
A young man with his hair combed down on his forehead 
sat behind the desk. I knew he was writing society items, 
for a young lady’s slipper, a piece of cake, a fan, a half 
emptied bottle of cocktail, a bunch of roses, and a police 
whistle lay on the desk before him. 

“Can you tell me if a man purchased a paper here in 
the last three months?” I said. 

“Yes,” he replied ; “we sold one last night.” 

“Can you describe the man?” 

“Accurately. He had blue whiskers, a wart between 
bis shoulder blades, a touch of colic, and an occupation 
tax on his breath.” 

“Which way did he go?” 

“Out.” 

“I then went ” 

“Wait a minute,” said the Populist Candidate, rising; 
“I don’t see why in the h ” 

“Once more I must beg that you will be silent,” said 
Tictocq, rather sharply. “You should not interrupt me 
in the midst of my report.” 

“I made one false arrest,” continued Tictocq. “I was 
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Tktocq 

lassing two firu‘ly drosHccl geutlemeti o« the alrec't, when 
ne of them remarked tliat he hiul \stoIe his socks/ I 
aiulcuffed him nrul <lrHgged him to a lighted storts w*heu 
is compnniori exphuiunl to me that he was somewhat 
itoxioated and lus tongue was not entirely manageabhs 
Ic had been speaking of some business transaction, and 
'hat he intemied to say was that; lie had ^sold his slocks/ 
‘"I then released him. 

**An hour aflerwarti I passed a saloon, ntul saw* this 
'rofessor von Bum <irinking In^er at a table. I knew him 
i Baris. I said *h<*re is my man/ He worsliipped 
^^agner, livet! on liinburger cheese, beer, and eredil, and 
ould have stolen anybody's soeks. I shadowed hitn 
) the reception at (’olonel St, Vitus’s, ami in an oppor« 
me moment I s<!/ed him ami ton* the socks from hi>i 
•el. There they are/’ 

With a dranmlic gesture, 'rietoeq threw a pair of 
ngy socks upon the table, folded his anus, and threw 
ick his hea<I. 

With a loud cry of rage, tlte I^opulist C’andidate 
)rHng once more to his feet. 

^‘Gol darn it ! I Wild* say what I want to. I 
The two other Bopulisfs in the room gazed at him 
»l(lly and sternly, 

^^Is this tale true?” they demanded of the (’andidate. 
‘*No, by gt)sh, it ain’t !” he replied, pointing a trem- 
ing finger at tin* Demoerntic dmirman. ‘''Then- 
amis the man who has coneoeted the whole scheme. It 
an infernal, unfair political trick to lose votes for ottr 
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party. How far has thing gone?” he added, turning 
savagely to the detective. 

“All the newspapers have roy written report on the 
matter, and tlie Statesman will have it in plate matter 
next week,” said Tictocq, complacently. 

“All is lost !” said the Populists, turning toward the 
door. 

“For God’s sake, my friends,” pleaded the Candidate, 
following them ; “listen to me ; I swear before high heaven 
that I never wore a pair of socks in my life. It is all a 
devilish campaign lie.” 

The Populists turn their backs. 

“The damage is already <lonc,” they said. “The 
people have heard the story. You have yet time to with- 
draw decently before the race.” 

All left the room except Tictocq and the Democrats. 

“Let’s all go down and open a bottle of fizz on the 
Finance Committee,” said the Chairman of the Executive 
Comuiittcc, Platform No. S. 



TUxVCKED T<) DOOM 


Ott 

THK MVSTREV MU' TUK KUK DK. rBYCKAOD 

TiS mulnight in rnrls, 

A myriad of lampn Hiai line Hie Cliamp$t Elya^ts and 
t!u* Uougeet Noir, cant their reflection in the dark waters 
of the Seine ns it flows gloomily past the Place Vendtime 
and the black walls of the Convent Notadaitu 
The great French capita! is astir* 

It is tin* hour w!n*n crime and vice and wickc^ineta 
reign. 

Hundreds of fiacres drive madly through the streets 
conveying wom(‘tu flashing with jewels and as IxMiutiful 
as dreams, fr<im opera ami concert, and tlie little bijou 
supper rooms of the (*afe Tout le Temps are filled with 
laughing groups, while bon mota, persiflage and repartee 
fly upon the air* -the jewels of thought and conver- 
sation. 

Luxury ami poverty Imush each other in the streets. 
The homeless gnmin, In^gging a sou with which to pur- 
chase a be<I, and the spendthrift nm(\ scattering golden 
loins d%ir, tread the same pnv<*ment. 

When other cities sleep, Paris has just liegun her wild 
revolry. 

m 
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The first scene of our story is a cellar beneath the 
Rue de Pcychaud. 

The room is filled with smoke of pipes, aii<l is stifling 
with the reeking breath of its inmates. A single flaring 
gas jet dimly lights the scene, which is one Rembrandt 
or Moreland and Keisel would have loved to paint. 

A garden is soiling absinthe to such of the motley 
crowd as have a few sous, dealing it. out in niggardly 
portions in broken teacups. 

Leaning against the bar is Carnaignole Cusheaii — 
generally known as the Gray Wolf. 

He is the worst man in Paris. 

He is more than four feet tm in height, and his sharp^ 
ferocious looking face and the mass of long, (angled gray 
hair that covers his face and head, have earned for him 
the name he bears. 

His striped blouse is wide open at the neck and falls 
outside of his dingy leather trousers. Tiie handle of a 
deadly looking knife protrudes from his belt. One stroki* 
of its blade would open a box of Uie finest Frencii sanlines, 

‘Woili, Gray Wolf,” cries Couteau, the bartender. 
^‘How many victims to-day,^ Th(‘re is no blood upon 
your hands. Has the Gray Wolf forgotten how to bite?’’ 

‘‘Sacre Bleu, Millc Tonnerre, by George,” hisses I ho 
Gray Wolf. “Monsieur Couteau, you are bold indeed 
to speak to me thus. 

“By Ventre St. Gris! I have not even dined to-day. 
Spoils indeed. There is no living in Paris now. But 
one rich American have I garroted in a fortnight. 
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“Bah ! {ho««‘ Dciiux-ntts. TIh'V havt* ruiiu'ii the c«mn- 
trj. W ith Uunr iarouu* tux uiul tlioir fm* tnuUs tfu^y 
have (UvstroyecI the uullionuire busine.s^i* Cturnmln)! 
Diable! D— nitr 

r Hiultlenly anvH riininounix the raj^-picker, who 
ivS worth franr.'i, '‘\so»U‘ one eonif'* !" 

The cellar dotjr upenetl ami ai man crept Hoftly clown 
the rickety sti'p,s. 'rhe cnuvcl walclie.s him with silent 
awe. 

He went to the bii.i% laul Im card on the counter^ 
bought a drink of jihjiinthe, and then drawing from hia 
pocket a lit lie mirrtjr, «et it up on the counter and pro- 
ceeded to don a falsie tieard and hair and paint lii?* face 
into wrinldcH, «*util hv clo,Hciy re?4inihled an old man 
Hcventy one yeuric of age. 

lie then went Jntt> a dark corner ami watched the 
crowd of people with nharp* ferret like eye^, 

(iray W<df hlipptsi cautioudy to tin* bar and examinedi 
thecanl left by the newconnT. 

“Holy Saint Bridget !“ he exclatni'i, “It U Ticta<X|t 
the detective.’’ 

Ten minnte?4 later a beautiful w'oman enterji the r*‘tUr, 

Tenderly nurtiired, and accuHtomed to every luxury 
that motley couhl pr<icuns ahc had, when a young vi* 
Vflndi^re at the (’onvent of Saint Susan de la MontanJte^ 
run away with the (Jray Wolf, fascinates! Ity tiis many 
crimen arni tlie kmmledge that his busim sH never allowed 
him to scrape his feet. In Hie hall or sn«»re. 

“Parhieu, Marie,’* snarls the (Jray Wolf. “Qua 
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voulez vous? Avez-vous Ic bean cheval de mon tthrc^ 
oule joli chien do votre pore?” 

‘‘No, no, Gray Wolf,” shouts the motley group of 
assassins, rogues and pickpockets, even their hardened 
hearts appalled at his fearful words. Mon Dieu ! You 
cannot be so cruel !” 

“Tions!” shouts the Gray Wolf, now maddened to 
desperation, and drawing his gleaming knife. “Voilii! 
Canaille ! Tout le mondc, carte blanche enbonpoirit sauve 
que pent entre nous revenez nous a nous rnoutous !” 

The horrified sans-culottes shrink back in terror as 
the Gray Wolf seizes Maria by the Iiair and cuts her into 
twenty-nine pieces, each exactly the same size. 

As he stands wdth reeking hands above the corpse, 
amid a deep silence, the old, gray-bearded man who has 
been watching the scene springs forw'ard, tears off his 
false beard and locks, and Tictoeq, the famous French 
detective, stands before them. 

Spellbound and immovable, the denizens of the cellar 
gaze at the greatest modern detective as ho goes about 
the customary duties of his office. 

He first measures the distance from the murdered 
woman to a point on the wall, then he takes down the 
name of the bartender and the day of the month and the 
year. Then drawing from his pocket a pow'erful micro- 
scope, he examines a little of the blood that stands upon 
the floor in little pools, 

“Mon Dieu !” he mutters, “it is as I feared — humait 
Wood.” 



Yuii niHMNu tfrtwn 


Selected Article* from *^The Plunkville Patriot'* 


1 *>• »'<««««» *"• '«'•*'« I,wf w* rtWlIK*. II n,„ t tttmamt tl«* *• «u>a 4 wirfi « mliHLx 

""r ‘ *•»• •• “*• ***‘"‘‘ 

f"**** I - WlHM* «« •I«(|*a 4 CwttMtKM Iu 4 ImM K 4 ra W tliwll. IHM IIm 

I tIMI »»**»•*»’* w* **»• T»» •♦»*«» fcuM »»• ,rt* tK«r »«M hn w U M Ml IMK ««Ml Odmii •• 1I14, 

• o«i*«»** "** ‘‘^*‘ ***‘‘ «* **• ♦••>* « <*«» M 

I* . , '*'’•* ***''* * «*«♦* *h* K«* M Im«« lt(M Miyll#*. 


J* ^ ««•« (4*14 «m 4 I? *«I*I'* « J»„,„ | n> *w(t Km* m Im«« lt(M Miyli#*. 

— !ri;rrr.2 

I **** |t^„ Vat!r<MMX 

U«Mt 4 M|k»lltlMM* IM H •»»•« rVi •**»«•* » <••«. ^ I#* *M» p«#««c«tlMtlM« MmM MNimcW 

|» )mn iMtf «** {4«f r»*mM «• IP4«»II «n» »*w *«*I>C»» »K* { it.y 

»H«»» »• Jiw .H, *«4 «.« *«i * »«H| #«4 «. ' " V.h'aND M(>NOMit‘isC~A(;^ll£OA TIOkNl ' ' 

OPEBA HOUSE • 

, fcw WHilM - •#» rt# flUOAA OCfR itM «|th. | 

m niijMsiiw sss-s 1 


'***m!w mnI hwiI<)I wMC)r«M»w«f IWaAHi • 

ANtiKItW I Oi'tXR, III ikif iHMf «Vw* *•*»>•* fm rr<MMIMi**M«, 

I tMI |« 4 ** <>• Rtt. *#«' I. tiu .waM Ui dM dt* TM *»»•♦♦•> •'»*»« l»» €#*«f*' 4 » *»#i*m, •••«• 

l• 4 f.»« M iMkld *<«»»»•»*» * V.|K» -mm. 4.1 «!«•«« M dl 

Mmmv* f««Mtiw «4 mmI M (4 «r» «k(«' <• 

Nm M dw lUd r*«M ««•« il««i »4 wM* mt t 4 « f 4 «M*, *t««t IM* • V r»<* •< 4 IU)« 4 « hmm fMKwf liii 4 W.<-^ 

x-rrTt,Bj tBciaiao. 

nitrav mine* !! **** * * ***,T!*:4, i»v»«.«rirrini»» tmh omT««r uvoia 

><dk <:«tMM4«rt»«4«4««wilMW *VMk4MM4|i44lt<M««4 444* «»M htt /UM m> I t>Md CilhrM* jMti H lU«hMi, 

•tmiaf 4«t IhpMiMd, CW R w wi n aw i tliHMit «M« turn KUifW Iwm wm* Mf<4. «w4*M»r C wMM*tli { »m 4 R>«t«f M ^Mh, #• Ami 

In A l»« MMWIm, VMM* MM Ml# 4 M #• MM N*Ni «»4 RiNM #»iI 441 .#•* -<«■ — ■•^|■.l «-—*•••■ I M »•••*. t# •»•» 


# •*< hM, k 4 Nii Vfs «4 


'km M«* »»f* 4 N’« ilHM*, tlMM« 4 « M »***»r t'** <"* »*• 'H 

M )*«4 M IN< Ihnw R Uomn N-M T«» 4 *| «R* iMWr <11 

MN *» HM NWK »« * 4 m M , •Itl «!•« « tlvMW « t«HMh ^ 


V ' iiNui <M A* ««wh 

I On fNflHl Jl'* MW N 4 NA 4 f ' *•“•' ■ '•■■■■ ■^’■' ■“■ ' '■”•'• y»L‘*'^v^fielSy'* 

IhiMiWltN. M 4 MNN*dMlNII» ( l/W R<M*fW 4 *W NfWNKtf WrtlW *" 


«iN •<•*> KN 4 N 1 N RWt«M«*N A<N H *» M > MfN. RwtolMMNt «* g ' 


‘*^C fftniAl. ATTRAClKWr. , 

•* ‘ * CmtHf iMikw* NMW Th« Mkat tmm 
H|||ti|Aw 4 NtiMMi fiMwWy'* AnmI. TMf 
WJtr LiL $**M MmW MNfMxi WAN *m**m < 
□npiM M|r WM* lw|f«|yMMi W l 4 « wa ^ 
PICy „«iMA «4 w» Ta*** RaM OwwNy 
ny^T NWI tMM Mm H m n m hut fealM*' 

gr.«SI3*««w<w» ' I 

lr\ i>M *hM NlfwN* W A» 


'I'lu* wh'lor of 77ji’ Rolling Stone colk“ct<Kl okl, quaint 
outs of which tluM pftg<* from “The Plunk villc Patriot” 
ahovrs several specimem. 



A front page of The Rolling Stone. 


Hf 





Tracked to Doom 151 

He then enters rapidly in a incinorandnm book the 
result of lu.H investigations, and leaves the cellar. 

Tictocui bends his rapid steps in the direction of the 
headquarters of the Paris gendarmerie, but suddenly 
pausing, he strikes his hand upon his brow with a gesture 
of inipatienee. 

‘^jMille tonnerre,” he mutters. should have asked 
the name of that man with the knife in his hand.’’ 


It is ree<^ption night at the palace of the Duchess 
Valerie <hi liellairs* 

The apartnu'uts are flooded with a mellow light from 
paraffine eamnes in solid silver candelabra, 

Ttie eompany is the most aristocratic and wealthy in 
Paris, 

''rhr<'<' or four brass hands are playing b<‘hind a por- 
tiere between the coal slual, ami also Indiind time. Foot- 
men in gaydaeed livery liriug in beer noiselessly and 
carry out a{>f)le“peelings droppetl by the guests. 

Vnhu’ie, seventh Duchess du Bellairs, leans back on a 
solid gold ot toman on ehlerdown cushions, surrounded by 
the wittiest, the bravest, and the hundsonu*st courtiers 
in the capital. 

*S\ti, madnme,'” said the Prince ('hamfivilliers, of 
Palais Iloyale, eoriuT of Seventy third Str(‘el, *bis Mon- 
tesejuiaux says, *Uien <Ii* plus bon tuttl frutti' - - ^ 

«e(‘!ns your inheritanci*. You are to night the most 
beautiful, the witlie.st in your own salon. I can scarce, 
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believe my own senses, when I remember that thirty-one 
years ago you 

“Saw it off !” says the Duchess peremptorily. 

The Prince bows low, and drawing a jewelled dagger, 
stabs himself to the heart. 

“The displeasure of your grace Is worse than death,” 
he says, as he takes his overcoat and hat from a corner of 
the mantelpiece and leaves the room. 

“Voilu,” says B^*bi Fran^illon, fanning herself lan- 
guidly. “That is the way with men. Flatter them, and 
they kiss your hand. Loose but a moment the silken 
leash that holds them captive througli their vanity and 
self-opinionativeness, and the son-of-a-gun gets on his 
ear at once. The devil go W'ith him, I say.” 

“Ah, men Princessc,” sighs the Count Pumpernickel, 
stooping and whispering with eloquent eyes into her ear. 
“You arc too hard upon us. Balzac says, *A11 women 
arc not to themselves what no one else is to another,’ 
Do you not agree with him?” 

“Cheese it I” says the Princess. “Philosophy palls 
upon me. I’ll shake you.” 

“Hossos?” says the Count. 

Arm and arm they go out to the salon au Beurre. 

Armando de Flcury, the young pianissimo danseuse 
from the Folios Bcrgire is about to sing. 

She slightly clears her throat and laj^s a voluptuous 
cud of chewing gum upon the piano as the first notes of 
the accompaniment ring through the salon. 

As she prepares to sing, the Duchess cJ- Bellairs grasps 



Tracked to Doom 


the arm of her ottoman in a vice-like arrJ she i% i. t 
with an oxprci^sion of almost anguished suspense. 

She seureely breathes. 

Then, as Armande de Floury, before uttering a note, 
reels, iiiivers, turns white as snow anti falls dead upon 
the door, the Duchess breathes a sigh of relief. 

The Duchess had poisoned her. 

Then the guo.sts crowd about the piano, gazing wiA 
bated breath, and slniddering as they look upon the 
music rack and observe tliat the song that Arnuinde came 
80 near is *\Sweet Marie.^’ 

Twenty jn’jiutes later a dark anti muHIetl figure was 
seen to ejnerge from a reeess in the mullioned wall of tli* 
Arc de "rritnnplH' and pass rapidly northwartl. 

It was no oilier than ''rietoct|, the detective. 

'File Tjetwork of evidence was fast being draw* about 
the munlerer of Mau'ie ('u.'iheau. 


1 1 Is mitlnlght on the steeple of the (’athetlrul of Nota- 
dam. 

It is also the Hame lime at oilier givtni pt)int.i in the 
vicinity. 

'^I'lie .spire of the (bithetlral is SO, 000 ftsd nhove the 
pavement, and a casual oliserver, hy making a rapid 
mat hemal leal cnleuln titm, wouhl have readily perctsivt^I 
that thin (■‘allntlral is, at least, double llic bcIglU of 
others ilint measure only 10.000 ftet. 

At the summit of the apire there is a lit tic woodoc 
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platform on which there is room for but one man to 
ptand. 

Crouching on this precarious footing, which swayed, 
dizzily witJi every breeze that blew, was a man closely 
muffled, and disguised as a wholesale grocer. 

Old Francois Beongfallong, the great astronomer, who 
is studying the sidereal spheres from his attic window in 
the Rue do Bologny, shudders as ho turns his telescope 
upon the solitary figure upon the spire. 

‘SSacrc^ BIcur’ he hisses het\%Ten his new celluloid 
teeth. is Ticto<'q, the detective. I wonder whom 
lie is following now?*’ 

While Tictocq is w'atching w'ilh lynx-lllvc eyes the hill 
Pf Montmartre, he suddenly Iiears a ht*avv brt'athing 
Jbeside him, and turning, gazes into the ferocious eves of 
the Gray Wolf. 

Carnaignole Cusheau had put on his W. U. Tel. Co, 
climbers and climbed tlie steeple. 

^‘Parbleu, monsieur,” says Tictocq. *"To whom nni I 
indebted for the honor of this visil 

The Gray Wolf smiled softly and depreciatingly. 

‘‘You are Tictocq, the detective?” he said. 

“I am.” 

“Then listen. I am the murderer of Marie Cusheau. 
She was my wife and she had cold feel and ate <nuons. 
What was I to do? Yet life is sweet to mo. I do not 
wish io b(‘ guillotiiK'd. I have heard that you are on my 
track. Is il true that the case is in your hands?” 

“It is.” 
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‘‘Tfiniik !e lujn Dioiu fhon, I am 

Tlu' Clray Wolf oarofully udjusU Uu‘ on his 

fcot untl <LNci'ads tlu* s])hv. 

Ticlor<i takes out his rudehook and writes hi l£. 

‘‘At lust,” he iJUjs, have a clue.” 

Rloush'ur le ( ‘onipte ('‘arnai^nole (hishsaai, ari4ie known 
as the (?ruY Wolf, sluuds in the uni^^uIfKvnfc drawings 
room of his palace on Hast 47th Sired. 

Three days after hiH coid’ession to I'idncq, lu> Imp- 
ptau tl to look in th(‘ poekd.s of a<lisciirded pair of punts 
and found tweiity million francs in g*)!d. 

Suddiutly ilie door opvm and ’“I'idoctj, Uie tielcclw, 
with a dozen gemaranne, enters the room. 

‘‘Von ar<* \ny prisoner,” say.s the detective. 

‘H)n whai ehart^^e?’** 

“'riu* murder of Marie (’usfjeau on the night; of August 

17tli ” 

‘'^'our prfjofs?” 

saw yon do it, and your own eonfcKsitui on the spire 
of Xola<lani.” 

'rii(‘ i'oind Innghed and took a paper from Ins pocket. 

‘‘Hea<l lliis,” he said, “hcTO is proof tluit. Marie 
Cuslieau (l!e(l of hi'urt failure.” 

H’ictocti Io<jketl at the paper. 

It. was a check for 100,000 francs^ 

l'idoc<i dismissed tlie gcoHd'arme with u wave of his 
hamh 

“We have made a nuHtake, nionsietirs,"’ ho said, but. 
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as he turns to leave the room, Count Carnaignale stops 

him. 

‘^One moment, monsieur.’^ 

The Count Carnnignole tears from his own face a false 
board and reveals the flashing eyes and well-known 
features of Tictocq, the detective. 

Tlieii; springing forward, he snatches a wig and false 
eyebrows from his visitor, and the (Jray Wolf, grinding 
his teeth in rage, stands before him. 

The murderer of Marie Cushcau was never discovered. 
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[Tlas Is tlu* Iviiul of waj^irish «‘(Utorial C). Ilonry was writing l» 
IHOt for tiu* lasuiors o( 'Vht^ UoUintf *S7t>«p. 'I'iu' ivntlfr will do 
■wc^ll to rciut’iiiluT Ui it thi* |mjKT was fta* Itval <*00 >iintj[Hioii nud 
that tlu* aHu'-iiur» aiv to a vory sjKvhii plata* ami 

(It will !><• rrmoiiilaovci that aiiout n month afro tliorc were* spe- 
chil ratoH oltomi to tlu* ptihlu* for a nuuul trip to llu* (’ity of 
Wnshinji'lon, 'riu* pripo of tlu* tioUct hoiiig oMausliiigly low, wc 
ftpcurrtl a loan <»f twenty dollars from a piil^Up spiritod oil Urn of 
Austin, hy morlra^pnjjj «>ui* prrss and cow, wilh tlu* additional ae- 
curity of our iuothrr\s name mid a aiifdd draufdd on Major 
iiutchlHM»n for 

Wc pitriha oil a round trip tirlod, two luavrs of Vienna bread, 
and (juitc n 1 1 :*; !* pirrr at ch<»«-.p, wliirh wc handed to n mmiher of 
our n portorial *.! «rf, with inatnirtions to f':o to Washiufjiton. inter- 
yiew I’resith id (‘h*u'i ui<l, and get 11 . seoop, if pos alde, on all otiver 
Texas pMper »« 

Our reporter eaiue ia yesterday inortiitut, via the Manor dirt road, 
with a lai’fo* piece <d' fnldeil eotton lMte*‘.fin;jf tiul under each foot. 

It seems that he lo d hi * tu'ket In Wmdiin/itoii, and having divalrd 
the \’iennn hn*ad and cheese with some di*.a(»poin}e<l oHIee seekeri 
who weir < (>tning home hy the suiiK* rout**, he nrrivf'd Iioine hungry, 
dediiinr f<io»h and wifh *pdte an ni>petite. 

Although so?jM*u)jjit late, vve* give Ida (hseription of his interview 
with Presahnt t'K’velaml.) 

I AM chit*f rnpurier on tlu* stafi* of 77ir Ilairnnj Sfone, 
Ahoot a nnnilh n^tt the innnngiri/^ <*<Iitor rnitic into the 
rooin where we were holh sifting engugiTl in eonvt^rsatioa 
unci said : 

**()h, liv fin* way, go to Washington and inlcrvieir 
President C*leve!un<l/^ 


1^7 
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right,” said I. *^Take care of yourself.” 

Five luiiuitcs later I was seated in a palnlial drawings 
room car bounding up and down quite a good deal on the 
clastic pkish-coveral i*eat. 

I shall not linger upon the incidents of the journey. I 
was given carte blanche to provide myself with every 
comfort, and to spare no expense that I could nu'et. For 
the rcgalrnient of my inside the |?reparalions had been 
lavish. Both Vienna and Germany had heoti calU‘d upon 
to funiLsli dainty viands suitable to my palate. 

I changed cars and shirts once only on the journey, 
A fitrang:r wanted me to also cluingi‘ a tuo-dolhir bill, 
but I luutglilily docliiK^d. 

The scenery along the entire road to Washington is 
diversiSed. Y<ui find a portion of it on one hand by 
looking (a:t of the vandow, and upon turning the ga/.c 
upon the otlicr side tlu' eye is surprised and delighted by 
discovering some more of it. 

There v/ere a great many Kiu*?;lits of rylhias on the 
train. Ore of I hem insisted upon my giving him the grip 
I had with me, but he wixn unsuccessful. 

On arriving in Washington, which city I iuslantly rec- 
ognized from reading the history of George, I left the 
car so liastily that I forgot to fee Mr. rullmaids n‘pre- 
sentative. 

I went immediately to the Capitol. 

In a spirit of jeu dVsprit I had had made a glo!)ulur 
representation of a ^'rolling stone.” It was o{ worn!, 
painted a dark color, and about the size of a small cannon 
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ball. I hiu! ;U luchotl to it a twintod poiulant nijout llirca 
inchcvs lo iiulinile moss. I had rosolviul lo use Hus 
in pinee oi‘ a ennU Ihinkin^i; people would reailily a*cog- 
nize it as an emblem of my paper. 

I had si lulled tlie arnui'pamaih of the Capitol^ ami 
walked direeily to Mr. C’levelaiurs private ofHee. 

I met a servant: in the hall, and held up my eard lo him 

smilin/dy* 

I saw his hair rise on his head, and he ran like a deer 
to the dour, and, Ivin^ <lown, rolled down Hu* long flight 
of stejis into tlie yard. 

**Ah,'’ sai<I I to myself, *‘ho is one of our th'Unqucnt 
suhserihers.'’ 

A little farther ahmg I met tlje rresidenTs privafa 
sceretary, who had been writing n turiir letter and clcati- 
ing a duek jipm for IMr. (’levelaiuh 

When I slnnvetl him the emblem of my imper he spa*ang 
out of a iiigh window Into a hothouse hlied with rare 
flowers. 

'rius sommvhat surfU’ised me, 

I exainim (1 mys<*If. My hat was on Htral/.»;ld'» arul there 
was nothin*!; at n\\ alarming nhoiif my apjiea rjuiee. 

I went into the rreshhmfks private oniet*. 

He was jdomv He was etmverdng with '!V)m Oelill- 
tree, Mr. Oehiltree saw my little sphere, ami wllh a loud 
«erenm rus!it d out of the romri. 

President (‘leveland slowly turned his ey**s iifnan me. 

He also saw what I tmd in my Inand, hjuI ^aid In a 
husky voice: 
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*‘Wait a moment, please.” 

He scarclied his coat pocket, and presently found a 
piece of paper on which some words were written. 

He laid this on liis desk and rose to his feet, raised one 
hand above him, ard said in deep tones: 

“I die for Free Trade, my country, and — and — all 
that sort of thing,” 

I saw him jerk a string, and a camera snnpj^ed on an- 
otlier table, taking our picture as wo stood. 

^‘Don’t die in the House, Mr. President,” I said. 
over into the Senate Cliamber.” 

^‘Peacc, murderer!” he said. “Let your bomb do its 
deadly work.” 

“I’m no bum,” I said, with spirit. “I rejjresent 
The Rolling Stone, of Austin, Texas, ami this I hold 
in my hand docs the same thing, but, it seems, un- 
successfully.” 

The President sank back in his chair gnailly ndievt^d. 

“I thought you were a dynamiter,” he said, “Fad me 
see; Texas! Texas!” He walked to a large wall map 
of the United Stato.s, and placing his finger thereon at 
about the location of Idaho, ran it down in a 7.ig/.ag, 
doubtful way until ho reached Texas. 

“Oh, yes, here it is. I have so many things on my 
mind, I sometimes forget what I should know well. 

“Let’s see; Texas? Oh, yes, that’.s the State where 
Ida Wells and a lot of colored people lynched a .socialist 
named Hogg for raising a riot at a camp-m(‘efing. So 
you are from Texas. I know' a man from Texas named 
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Dave Culberson, Ilow Is Davo uiul his family? lias 
Dave any eliildrenr" 

has a I oy in Auslin/’ I said, ‘‘Svorking around the 
Capittj!/’ 

‘‘\\’hu is rresi(huj! of Texas novv?’^ 
dor»’t t'X.'U't ly “ 

i‘\ei: .e m\ I forgot again. I thought I heard 
some talk of its iiaving htam made a Uepu!)lie again.” 

^‘Now, Mr. ( levelaad,” I .said, **you answer some of 
niy quest ions.” 

A curious film enm<‘ over the !*reHidenl“*s 03 es. He sat 
stilily hi his rli ur like an auttmialon. 

‘’'!*ro( i t he sn uh 

^‘•Wlird ok) V ui think of t!ie political future of thb 
country 

uill sinii* l!, ni jujlilleal exiqeneies demaml tanergeu- 
tislical pmuq ! i! u-h*, and v; !u!e t!a- I outed StaUss is indis- 
soluhh* in eoats'pl j :n an 1 in\i>ihh- in Inttsit, trrnson and 
inlernecia • d’ .tipaM iuntt havt* ruptured the consanguin- 
ity' (jf jiali ioli'an, and' • ” 

inoa, nt, .Mr. Ptesldtatl,” I interrupted : ''Svould 
you mind 4’h;i!iyh}g |l,,i{ e\!inder.^ I could have gotten 
all that from the American Press Association if I had 
wanted nlrd • nsaller. Do you wear tlanriels? What is 
3'our fa\oi!ii‘ pfcd, br.unl of catsup, !nrd, flower, and 
what: an* ymj / sane to do wlam Vott are out of a 

^*Voun ^ man,” s-u l .Mr. (’leveland, sternly, ‘‘you are 
going a lit!]'* lor) far. Aly privule ulfains <!o iH)t con- 
cern the uuldie/' 
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I bogged Ills pardon, and he recovered Iiis good hu 
ki a moinoiit. 

^^You Texans have a ^reat representative in Son? 
Mills,” lie saitL ‘T think the f^reatost two speeclr 
ever heard wore his atidress before the Senale ndvo 
ing the removal of the tarifF on salt, and increasing ii 
chloride of sodium.” 

‘‘Tom Ochiltree Is also from our Stale,” I saliL 
“Oh, no, lie isnH. You must lie mistaken,” rep 
Mr. Cleveland, “for he says he is. I really must 
down to Te\Ms some time, and see the Stale, I wan 
go up into the Panhandle and see if it is really idia 
like it i.s on the map,” 

“Well, I must 1)0 S^ing,” said L 
“Wlien you get hack to Texas,” said the Pnvsi(!( 
rising, “you must write to me. Your visit h.i.'. au-ake 
in me quite an intere.st in your State which i f* ar I h 
not given the attention it deserves. There nn* many 1 
torical and otherwise interesting places tlja* you h 
revived in my rceolleetion — the Alamo, wh-ere Ih 
Jones fell; Goliad, Sam Iloustonks .surrender !*> Mon 
zuma, the petrified boom found near AuNlin, five-c 
cotton and the Siame.se Demoeratic platform luu*ii 
Dallas. I should so much like to .see the gals in Gnlv 
ton, and go to the wake in Waco. I nu) glad I nud y 
Turn to the left a.s you enter the hall and k • 'j> .slraij; 
on out.” I made a low bow' to signify that Ihe intervi 
was at an end, and witiulrew immediately. 1 Imd no c, 
ficulty in leaving the building as soon as I was out.side 
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I hurruui chnuitcnvti in onier to oblnin rofro.shnu'nt^ hI 
6ome pifu\‘ 'iUuto vijuuis luul lu'fu phuvti upon llu* five 
list. 

I shall no! tlt’Sfriho iny journey hack (o Austin, t lost 
my reluni tieket somewhere in the White House, e.rul w«.j» 
forcitl to return Inane in u maimer not espeeially bene- 
fieia! lo my slun*s. Mveryhoily was well in Wnsiiington 
wlum 2 left, na<] hU send llieir love. 



AN UNTINISIIED CIOIISTMAS 


[Probably begun several years l)t‘foro l:i: 
llshecl, as it here appears, in ^Iiort SlonvH', J 

Now, a Christmas story sliouhl be one* 
iiiany years the ingenious writers have In'en 
tales for the Iiolidaj numbers that vn 
subtle, evasive, Indirect und strategic* sehc* 
invent to disguise tlie Christmas llavor. f 
new practice been carried that nowadays \ 
a story in a holiday ningnzlne the only wn 
it is a Christmas story is to look at the f 
roads : [“'I'he incidents in the above slur 

December tiolh* — 

There is jirogress in this ; but it is nil vet 
are just as many real C'hrislmas stories 
would only dig ’em up. Me, T am for Hn 
Marley Christ luns story, and the Anui<* 
prayer poem, and the long lost son cominj 
stroke of twelve to the jnmrly thatched co 
arms full of talking dolls and popcorn bal 
you bear the second mortgage on the coil 
off* it into llie deep snow. 

So, this is to warn you tliat there is no siil 
this story — and you might come upon si 
to the mantel and plum pudding.s and har 

174 
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I thy misers loosening up and handing over penny 
to laine newsboys if you read further. 

I knocked at a door (I have so many things to 
1 keep on losing sight of the story). It was tho 
^or of a furnished room house in West ’Teenth 
I was looking for a young illustrator named 
>riginally and irrevocably from Terre Haute. 
3esn’t enter even into the first serial rights of this 
tas story; I mention him simply in explaining 
ame to knock at the door — some people have stf 
iriosity. 

door was opened by the landlady. I had seen 
Is like her. And I had smelled before that cold, 
arni.shcd draught of air that hurried by her to 
nimuroment in the furnished house. 
vas stout, and her face and hands were as white 
gh she had been drowned in a barrel of vinegar, 
id held together at her throat a buttonless flannel 
^ sacque whose lines had been cut by no tape or 
•k known to mortal woman. Beneath this a too- 
>wered, black sateen skirt was draped about her, 
g the floor in stiff wrinkles and folds. 

•est of her was yellow. Her hair, in some bygone 
d been dipped in the fountain of folly presided 
the merry nymph Hydrogen ; but now, except at 
fcs, it had returned to its natural grim and griz- 
ite. 

?yes and teeth and finger nails were yellow. Her 
lung low and shook when she moved. The look 
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on her face was exacUy that sniilelesj* iook of fatal 
melancholy that you may have seen on Ih.e counte- 
nance of a hoimcl left on the doorslep of a de- 

serted cabin. 

I inquired for Paley. After a Ion*;; look of cold sus- 
picion the landlady spoke, «and her vtjice nH\[rlu‘d Uie 
dingy rou?;linoss of her flannel sacf(iie. 

Paloy? Was I sure that was I lie name? .\nd wasn't 
it, likely, Sir, Sanderson I meant, in llie tliivil door rear? 
No; it was Paley I wanted. Again that froi'en, slirewd, 
steady study of my soul from her pale-yellow, unwinking 
eyes, trying to penetrate my mask of (!eee[)l:!)n and rout 
out my true motives from my lying lips, T!u‘rt? was a 
Mr, Toinjikins in the front hall bedroom two flights up. 
Perhaps it was he I was seeking. He workeil of niglds; 
he never came in till seven in the morning, Cv if it was 
really Mr. Tucker (thinly disguised as Paley) that I was 
hunting I w'ould have to call lietween five and 

But no; I held firmly to Paley. Tliere was no sut h 
name among her lodgers. Click! the door closed swift iy 
in my face; and I heard through the panels thf‘ olankiug 
of chains and bolts. 

I went down the steps and stopped to consider. 1'he 
number of this house w'as d'6, I was sure ikdey had said 
43 — or perhaps it w\as 43 or 47 — I decided to try 47, 
the second house farther along. 

I rang the Indl. The door opened ; and there stood 
the same woman. T wasn't confronted by just a r<‘sem- 
blance — it was the same woman holding together tlie 
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same oU! saccjue at her tliroat and Inokin^ at me w'da the 
vsainc jeihnv eyes aa if slie had never seoii nu* l)ef<)re ou 
earth. I ?»a\v on the knuekle of tier seetmd finger the 
same red and-blnck spot made, probably, liy u reci'nt 
burn against a hot stove. 

I stood speet'hless and gaping while <»ne with moderate 
haste might have t<dd fifty. I eouldn't have spoken 
Ihiley's name even if I had nanemheivd it. I did the 
only thing that a !)ra\e man who belitaes there are mys- 
terious forces in nature that we th» not yet fully e<unpre- 
hend could have dom* in the eireumslancMs. I hacked 
down the s!ej)i to the sltiewnll. nml ihtai hurried away 
frontward, ft:!!y under'»tanding hoiv ineidmls like that 
must bother the psyehienl research (Jeople and the census 
takers. 

Of eour e I Iieard an e':pbuuitltm of it afterward, ns 
we always thj ahfuit ifie\pliea!>h‘ things. 

^riie lamll.ady was Mrs, Kannon: and she haista! three 
adjtiinirg hmises, wliieh she njnde Iui'» (mt» bv cutting 
arclual <I'MJiavays through the walls. She ^^at in (he mid- 
tilt* hotise ;:nd nrj^weias! the ftiret* hells, 

I wtcider whv I h }\e m iundenal so shmly through the 
pnii(j;;’i:e, I have it ! it was simply to sav Uj yott, in 
the fioan of ini rtehiel iiui rife tijroMgli the Mitldle Wesl: 
*‘Hhakt* hands uiili .Mrs. K umon,"’ 

For, It was in her trijde houst* that the (1u*i dnniH story 
hnppt'iut!; ami it was there vUiert* I picket! iiji the inctm- 
trovertible facts from tic* gossip of many roomers nml 
met Sti<*kney - - ami saw the necktie. 
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Christmas came that jear on Tliursday, and snow 
came with it. 

Sticknoy (Harry Clarence Fowler Slickney to whom- 
soever his full baptismal cognouunal burdens may be of 
interest) reached his address at six-lhirty Wednesday 
afternoon. ^‘Address” is New Yorkese for "dioine.’^ 
Stickney roomed at 45 West ’Teenlh Street, third floor 
rear hall room. He was twenty years and four months 
old, and he worked in a oameras-of-alhkinds, photo- 
graplilc supplies and films-developed store. I don't know 
what kind of work ho did in the store; hut you must have 
seen him. He is the young man who always comes behind 
the counter to wait on you and lets you talk for five 
minutes, telling Iiim what you want. When ytm are done, 
he calls tlie proprietor at the top of his voice lo wait on 
you, and walks away whistling between his teeth. 

I don’t want to bother about describing to you his 
appearance ; but, if you are a man rea<!er, I will say that 
Stickney looked precisely like the youiig chap that: you 
always fin<l sitting in your chair smoking a cigarette 
after you have missed a shot while playing pool -- not 
billiards but pool — when you want to sit d(»wn yourself. 

There are some to whom Christmas gives no ('hrist- 
niassy essence. Of course, prosperous fuoplt* and com- 
fortable people who have homes or flats av rooms w'ith 
meals, and even people who live in apartment lamses with 
hotel service get sometliing of the (’hrlstmas flavor. 
They give one another presents with the cost mark 
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<3ir with n penknitV; anti they hang holly 
wn/atlis iu iliv front vvjiuhnvs and when they are a.sked 
wheilier Ui-y* pn*ftM' light or dark meat from the turkey 
they say: ‘‘IhUh, please,"- and giggle and have lots of 
fun. Anti the very poorest people have th<‘ best time of 
it, I’lie Army gives Viu si dinner, said the 10 a, m, issue 
of thi‘ Niy,h! iMnitl edithin <if the newspaper W'ilh tlie 
largest eiretdnlion in the eily lesives si hsisket at their 
d(M)r full id an apple, ji Lake iiojikonkonui .s<|uab, a 
serjiinhled eggplant and a Imiioli of Kalainay.oo blesiehed 
parsley, 'I’lii* ptj<n*er you are the more Christmaa dkK‘» 
for you, 

Bui, ril le!! y<ni \o wh.at kind of a niorlsd Christmas 
seems to ht' tuiiy t!ii‘ dtiy Ijtdon* the l\venty-.sixtli clay of 
Deeemlnu’. the ehap lu the bi/^ city earning sixteen 

dollars a wet !., willi no friends and few aecjualatances, 
who finds hiinself with cmly fifty cents in his [meket on 
('hristmns eve. He earri aee<*pt eliarity; he ear^t bor- 
row; he knows no tun* who wtjuht invite liim to tliimer, I 
liHve a fancy that when ttie shepht'nls left tla^Ir flocks to 
follow the star tif Bel hh hem then* was a bandy-legged 
young fellow annmg them who was just h*arnliig the 
fiheep husiness. So they said to him, ^'HohUy, weh'o go- 
ing to invest igal<‘ this star route and .s(*e whales in it. 
If it should turn (Uit to be the first (’hristuias day we 
dorft want t<i miss it. And, ns you are not a man, 
and a.s ycni eouhhrt p(»f4sibly purchase a present to take 
along> «uppoi»e you stay behind ami mind the ,sl>eep,” 
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So as we may say, Harry Siictnoy was a direct descend- 
ant of the shepherd wlio was left behind to take care of 
the flocks. 

Getting back to facts, Stickner rang the doorbell of 
45. He had a habit of forgetting his latchkey. 

Instantly the door opened and there stood Mrs, Kan- 
non, clutching her sacquc together at the throat and 
gorgonizing him with her opaque, vollow eves. 

(To give you good measure, here is a story within a 
story. Once a roomer in 47 who had the Scotch habit 
not kilts, but a habit of drinking Scolcli — began to 
figure to himself what might happen if two persons 
should ring the doorbells of 43 and 47 at i!ie same time. 
Visions of two halves of Mrs, Kannon appf*aring respect- 
ively and simultaneously at the two entrances, each 
clutching at a side of an open, flapping sac<jue that could 
never meet, overpowered him. Bell(*vue got him.) 

^^Evening,” said Stickney cheerlessly, as he distributed 
little piles of muddy slush along the hall matting. 
^Think we’ll have snow?” 

‘‘You left your key,” said 

(Here the manuscript ends.) 



rm: vsviuwiTAUhE kkuvant 


[Left unfifiiKlied, and pnldishetl ns it liore appears in 
Everiflwii y V M utja^inef, I k'ctauluT, I *»*! I . J 

I AlSl the richer hr the acquaintance of four newspaper 
men. Singly, ttiey are uiy eneyelopedias, friends, men- 
tors, and lonud lines hnnkers. Hut now ami then it Imp- 
pi‘t:s that all of tliem will pitch upon the same print- 
worthy inoiiient of t!ie passing earthly panornnm and 
will semi in reporforial eonslnudions thensif to their 
respeellve journals. It Is then that, for nu% it, is to 
Intti^h, Vor ii si'cms tfnit to eaeli of tlienu trained and 
skilled ns he may he, the same oeeurrence fireserds a dif- 
ferent facet of the cut diamond, life. 

One will have it (let: uh say) tlmt Mrne. Andri Ma- 
carle\s apartment was looted hy .si*c huri^hir.s, who 
deseemled via the nre eseape and bore away a ruhv Uara 
valued at two Ihousand dollars and a tiv<* hiindred-dollar 
pri/e Spit/do^, which (in violation of the expectoration 
ordinanct‘) was inaluug free with the Imlls of the Wutta- 
pesIluckqui»suno«w(’f uiujunlv Apartments. 

My second ^hdileP’ will take notes to the (dfect that 
wliile A frlemlly ^tpime of pinochle was in pro/iress in the 
tenement rooms of JMrs. Andy McCarty, a lady guest 
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named Ruby O’Hara threw a burglar down six flights of 
stairs, wlierc he was jiinlonotl and held by a Ufo-thou- 
sand-doilar Englisli bulldog amid a crowd oi five hun- 
dred excited spectators. 

My third clironider and friend will gnlher the news 
threads of the liappening in Ids own ha 5 >pv way ; sol ling 
forth on the page for j'ou to read that the house of An- 
tonio Elacartinl was blown up at (5 a. m., by tlu* Black 
Hand Society, on bis refusing to leave two ihousand dol- 
lars at a certain street corner, killing a pet f!v(‘dmndred- 
dollar PonuTanian belonging to Ahliu-man IlubitandH 
little daughler (see photo and<Iiagram oppo.sile). 

Number four of niy hlslory-rnakers will slnijily con- 
strue from the premises the story lliat wliih' an audience 
of two fhousand cnMuisiasIs was lisleniag to a Unbin- 
gtein concert on Sixlh Street, a woman wlio said she was 
Mrs. Andrew SL Carter threw a brick through a plate- 
glass w'indow valued ah five Imudml ilnllars. 'riie C’aricr 
woman claimed that some one In the building had stolen 
her dog. 

Now, the discrepancies in these registrationH of tla* 
day’s doings need do no one liurt. Sun*ly, one muvs- 
paper is enough for any man to prop against his morn- 
ing water-bottle to fend off the smiling hatred of his 
wife’s glance. If ho be foolish eimugli to rend four he is 
no wiser than a IligiuT Critic. 

I remember (probably as well ns you do) having road 
the parable of the talents. A prominent citl/en, about 
to journey into a far country, first; liuruls over to Ids 



The Unprofitahle Servant 183 

sen^ants his goods. To one he gives five talents ; to an^ 
other two ; to another one — to every man according to 
his several ability, as the text has it. There are two 
versions of this parable, as you well know. There may 
be more — I do not know\ 

When the p. c. returns he requires an accounting. 
Two servants have put their talents out at usury and 
gained one liundred per cent. Good. The unprofitable 
one simply digs up the talent deposited with him and 
hands it out on demand. A pattern of behavior for trust 
companies and banks, surely! In one version we read 
that he had w’rapped it In a napkin and laid it aw’ay. 
But the commentator informs us that the talent men- 
tioned was composed of 750 ounces of silver — about 
$900 w^orth. So the chronicler who mentioned the nap- 
kin, had either to reduce the amount of the deposit or do 
a lot of explaining about the size of the napery used in 
those days. Therefore in his version we note that he 
uses the w^ord ^^poiind” instead of “talent.” 

A pound of silver may very well be laid av/ay — and 
carried away — in a napkin, as any hotel or restaurant 
man wull tell you. 

But let us get away from our mutton. 

When the returned nobleman finds that the one-tal- 
ented servant has nothing to hand over except the orig- 
inal fund entrusted to him, he is as angry as a multi-mil- 
lionaire w’ould be if some one should hide under his bed 
and make a noise like an assessment. He orders the un- 
profitable servant cast into outer darkness, after first 
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taking away hk talent and giving it to the one-lumclred- 
per cent, financier, and broalhing strange saws, saying: 
*‘Froin him that hath nut shall he taken away oven that 
which h(' hatli.’’ Wliicli i.s ilic same as to say: ^^Xoth- 
iiig from nothing leaves nothing/’ 

And now closer draw the threads of parable, precept 
allegory, am! narrative, leading nowlr re if you will, or 
else weaving Iheinseives into the 111 tie fiction story about 
Cliir i\U‘(lowjin ami l/is one tal<‘nt. ''I'liere Is hi:l a (lenni- 
tion to follt)w; and then the lioinely aetors trip on. 

Talent : A gift, endowment or factilly ; some peculiar 
ability, power, or acc{)mplislanent, n.'ilur.il or luapnnal. 
(A metaphor borrowed from tl:e parable in IMalt- 
14 - 30 .) 

In New York City to-day tliere are (estimated) 

000 living ereatures training for the st.ege. TbI.s dues 
not include seals, pigs, dogs, elephant prir.e-bgbl ers. 
Carmens, mind-readers, or Japanese wrer.llers. H'ho 
bulk of il',em are in tlie ranks of the I’\)nr Million, Out 
of this number will survive a Ihousnnd- 

Nine hundred of these will Ijiive attained Iheir fulne.ss 
of fame when tljcy slmll dubiously indiciilt* wiiii the jnnnt 
of a hatpin a I)Iurred figure* in a flaslili/;ht [)liotograj>h 
of a stage lout en.semble with the proud eouiiueiif ary ; 
«Thai\s me/’ 

Eighty, in the pinkest of (male) Louis ZllY court 
costumes, slijill W(‘Icoine the Queen of the (mythlea!) 
Pawpaw Ish*.s in a f<*w wel!-inemorir.t*d words, turning a 
tip-tilted nose upon the nine hundred. 
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Ton, in linv laoo caps, shall tlust Ibsen furniture for 
six minutes afier tlio risin/^ of iho ourlain. 

Nino shall attain the ciroulls, boslo^in^ with muscle, 
skill, <‘Vo, hainl, voice, wit, bruin, heel uiul loo the ulli- 
imitc lu\i;h unils of stardunn 

One .sha!l inlierlt HniJulrtuv. Sic venil <jloriu nuuuH. 
Clitr Mclhiwan and Mac McOounn were cousins. 
They <ui ilie We^t Hide ami wau'e talented. Sirrifin/^, 
(hincin;:;, inulati<ins, trick hie vole riih'n/;*, !)()\i!iiy, (lor- 
man hjuI Irish dialect comedy, a!hl a lillle slei;;hl-of- 
hand and halanclnj^ of wljcat straws am! wheelbarrows 
on the cuds ot lle lr chins came ns easy t(j them as it is 
for y<ai to iix your rat st> it won’t .slu)w or to (hule;e a 
crediior i!inui:di Ihe swltii|;ln;; doors of a well lighted 
cafe- aceortlln;^ as ytni may helfm;.; to the one or the 
other <!! vishm of tin* ‘p'eate .t juaNl idi/plator.s the peo- 
ple. 'rhey were slim, pah*, etmsummat e!y .self possessed 
youths, wl o fin;i;{*rn*iih uert* nlwavs irrt'pronclmhly 
(and c!oIh ‘s -.rain j reprt»ac!?fu!iy ) sld.iy. ^Hieir conver- 
r.ation was !•» sentenees st) short that they made KipHnj[{’.s 
seem as Inn as <’fnirt eilafams, 

Havin;; tla* teuijierament , they <Iid tu) work. Any 
nfiermum you could dud tliem on Ki;!;hi!j Avenue either 
in front of HpinelU’s haroer shop, Mike Du^'an’s place, 
or (h*‘ lu’uaodok Iloitd, ladihin/^ their furefln/^(‘r nails 
with <liii;:y -d’k handkercldefs. At any liuie, if you had 
luil^petied to * o slandin;:^, undeci.sive, near a pot)l table, 
and f’JM' ou 1 Mae harl, ea ei'dly, as it were, drawn near, 
itieunjUM .nii ”aa’% d! did en-sl isHy, nliout a 
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well, indeed, would it have been for you had you gone 
your way, unresponsive. Whicli assertion, carefully 
considered, is a study in tense, punctuation, n:ul advice 
to strangers. 

Of all kinships it is likely that the closest is that of 
cousin. Between cousins there exist the ties of race, 
name, and favor — ties thicker than wafer, and yet not 
coagulated with the jealous precipitations of brother- 
hood or tlio enjoining obligations of the niatrlinonial 
yoke. You can bestow upon a cousin almost the interest 
and afTection that you would give to a stranger ; you ru ed 
not feel toward him the contempt and embarrassment 
that you have for one of your fatlier\s sons " it is llie 
closer clan-feeling that sometimes makes the branch of 
a tree stronger than its trunk. 

Thus were the two McGowans bonded. 'Ilu y tai joyed 
a quiet celebrity in their district, which was a strip west 
of Eighth Avenue with the Pumi> for Its pivoL ''riieir 
talents were praised in a hundred ^‘joints-"; ilu ir friend- 
ship was famed even in a neighborhood where nun had 
been known to fight ofF the wives of their friends ™ when 
domestic onslaught was being made upon th ar friends 
by the wives of their friends. (Thus do the limitations 
of English force us to repetends.) 

So, side by side, grim, sallow, lowering, insejuirable, 
undefeated, the cousins fought their miy into llic^ temple 
of Art — art with a big A, which causes to intervene a 
lesson in geometry. 

One night at about eleven o’clock Del Delano dropped 
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into place on Avenue. From that moment, 

instead of reinainin/:^ a IMace, the cafe became a llesort. 
It was as ihou^'h Kln^ Ivlward had condescended to min- 
gle with ieri-spots of a difFerent suit; or Joe Gans had 
rasually si rolled in to look over the Tuskegee School ; or 
Mr. Shaw, of Fnglniuh had accepU'd an invitation to 
read seU ei Ions from ^‘Itena, the Snow-hinr’ at an unveil- 
ing of Ihr* proposed monument to Janu's Owen O'Connor 
at (duiupiapin Falls, Mississippi, Tn spite of these com- 
parisons, 70U will liave to 1 h‘ ioltl why the patroni'/ing of 
a third-rate saloon on the VvVst *S!<le !>y the said Del 
I)< lano coulVrred su<’h a speeilic honor tt[)on the place. 

l)i*! Delano etadd not make his Inhave; and so the 
^^nrld paiil him $j 500 a week to see tlnan misconduct 
fluanselves on llu* vamlevlile stage. 'Vo make the matter 
plain to you (and to swell tht» nnmher (J words), he was 
the hes! fancy dancer on any of tla* circuits hetwwn 
OUawa n!:tl Corpus Chrisli. Willi his eyes fixed on va- 
cantly ami his hsl. apparently f!xt‘d on notliing, he 
‘hiigldly cimnm'd ilumsumls,'’’ as his press-ag(*nt incor- 
rectly slated. Dveu taking night performance and 
matiiKS' !t?;.n iher, he scareely could liave cliarmed more 
than eigidian hundred. Including iluese who left after 
Zora, ilu* Nanicli girl, hail .squtH*zed Iierself througli a 
hooji twelve Inches in diarueter, ;un! those who *«vere wait- 
ing for the moving plclnres. 

But Del Dt iario was the West Sideks favorite; and no- 
where is llim t* a more hiynl Sitle. Five years before our 
story was suhinil ted to Hie e<t!!ors, Del had crawled from 
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some Tcntli Avenue basement like a lean rat and had bit- 
ten his way into tlie Cheese, Palehed, half-.slarved, 
cufiless, and as seornful of the Ifook as an inlei prefer of 
Ibsen, he ha<! danced his way into heaUh (;u you and I 
view it) ami fame in sixteen minutes on AmateiU' Niijlil nt 
Croary's (Variety) Theatre in Im/^hlh Avenue. A book- 
maker (one of the kind tliat talent witis with instead of 
losing) sat in the audience, asleep, dreaming of jin impos- 
sible i>Ick-up among the amateurs. After a snore, a glass 
of beta* from the haiulsoine w’ait<T, and a temporary 
blindness caused by the diamonds of a transmontane 
blonde in Ilox E, the Imokmaker w'oke up long ( nough 
to engage Del Delano for a three-w(‘eks’ trial engage- 
ment fused with a trained-dog short-circuit covering the 
three Washingtons — ITcights, Statius and Sipiare, 

By the time tins story was read and accepted, Del 
Delano was drawing Ids three-hundred <Ioilars a week, 
which, divided by seven (Sundu}’' acts not in costume be- 
ing porniissiblo), dispels the delusion entertained fiy most 
of us that we have seen better days. You can easily 
imagine the worslilpful agitation of Eighth Avenue when- 
ever Del Delano honored it with a visit after his terpsi- 
chorean act in a historically great and vilely ventilated 
Broadway theatre. If the West Side could claim forty- 
two ndnutes out of Ills forty-two weeks’ bookings every 
year, it was an occasion for bontircs and repainting of 
tlie Pump. And now you know why Mike’s saloon is a 
Resort, and no longer a simple Place, 

Del Delano entered Mike’s alone. So nearly concealed 
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in a fur-IInrtl overconfc and a derby two sizes too large for 
liiiii was Prince Light foot that you saw of his face only 
his pale, halchet-cdgt*d features and a pair of unwinking, 
c<'L!, light blue eyes. Nearly every man lounging at 
^dike's bar na-ognized the renowiied pn luet of the West 
l:'ud.e. To those who t!ul not, wisdom was conveyed by 
prodding elbows and growls of one-sided introduction. 

l^pon Lharh^y, one of the Imrleiulers, both fame and 
fortune <!e.scendisl simultaneously. He bad once been 
honored by shaking hands with the great Delano at a 
Seveidh Avetme homing bout. So with lungs of brass he 
now cried: *‘lIalIo, Del, old man; what ’ll it he?” 

IMike, the prt»prietor, who was cranking the cash reg- 
ister, h(\ard. On ihv. next day he raised Charley's wages 
five a ^ci'ek. 

Del Dclaiu) drank a pony beer, paying for it carelessly 
out of Ids niglilly earnings <»f He nodded 

amiably hut cohlly at the long line of Mike's patrons and 
strolled past them into fljc rear room of the cafe. For 
h(‘ h(‘ard in thert» sounds pertaining to his own art — the 
light, stirring staccato of a buck and-wing dance. 

In tht» back nnuii Mac McCUowan was giving a private 
exliibition of the genius of his feet. A few young men 
sat at tables looking cm crlticuilly while they amused 
tliemselves seriously with bec'r. They nodded approval 
at some new fancy st<*ps of Mack’s own invention. 

At the sight of tlie great Del Delano, the amaiemr’s 
feet stutterecl, blundensl, clicked a few tim<*s, and ceased 
to move. The tongues of one'*« ahoes become? tied i?» the 
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prei>cnco of the Master, Mac’s sallow fuoe look on a 
slight Hush. 

I'roni the uncertain cavity between Del Ik'hujo’s hat 
brim and the lapels of his high fur coat collar cuuie a thin 
puff of cigarette smoke and then a voice: 

‘‘Do that last step over again, kid. And don’t hold 
your arms quite so stiff’. Now, then !” 

Once more Mac went through his pacvs. According 
to the traditions of ilie man dancer, h!s entire being was 
transformed into mere feet anci Ugs. Ills and ex- 
pression became cataleptic; his body, unbending above 
the waist, but as light as a cork, hobbt‘d likt* the same cork 
dancing on the ripples of a running brook. The b(*al of 
his IkKds and toes pleas(‘<l you like n snare ilrum obligato. 
The performance ended with an amazing (*lnl ler of leather 
against W’ood that culminated ifi a sudden ilut-footed 
stamp, leaving the dancer erect and as mollonles^ ns a 
pillar of the colonial portico of a mansicjn in a Kentucky 
prohibition town. Mac felt that he bad done Ins best 
and that Del Delano would turn his back upon him in 
derisive scorn. 

An approximate silence followed, broken only by the 
mewing of a cafe cat and the hubbub and uproar of a few 
million citizens and transportation facilities otilside. 

Mac turned a hopeless but nervy eye upon Del I)t^ 
lano’s face. In it he read disgust, admiral ion, envy, imlif^ 
ference, approval, disappointment, praise, ami contemi>t. 

Thus, in the countenances of those we luitf' »r love we 
find what we most desire or fear to set% Wiiich k m 
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assertion cciuallinp^ in its wisdom and chiaroscuro the 
most fiinuuis sayin?.’;s of the most foolish philosoidiers 
that the worhl has ever known. 

Del Delano retired within his overcoat and hai. In 
two minutes he emerged and turned his loft side to Mac* 
Tlien he spoke. 

‘"Voif ve g<d a foot movement, kid, like a baby bippo- 
potamus trying to sifle-step a jab from a humming-bird. 
And you hohl yourself like a truck driver having his pic- 
ture taken In a Third Avenue photograph gallery. And 
you hnv<*n’i got any method or style. And your knees 
are about as limber as a couple of Yale pass-k(‘vs. And 
you strike the eye as weighing, let us say, 450 pounds 
while yoti work. But, say, would you mind giving me 
your namt*?’’’ 

‘‘McClowan,’'* said the humbled amateur — ‘^Mac Mc- 
Gowan.’' 

Delano tht* (Jrt‘al slowly lighted a cigarette an<l con- 
tinued, throngli its smoke: 

other svords, you're rotten. You can't dance. 
But ril tell you on<‘ thing you've got.” 

‘^Throw it all otF of your system while you're at it,” 
sai<l Mac. ‘‘Whal've I got?” 

^‘(Jenius,” said Dtd Delano, ‘^b’xcepi myself, it's up 
to you to be the Ix'st fancy dancer in the Unit(*d Stat<*s, 
Eur(»pe, Asia, and the c<»lnfitnl possessions of all thre<?.” 

*‘Snmke up!” sai<l Mac .Mefirowan. 

^^Geniiis,” repeated the Master— “yoti'vc* got a talent 
for genius. Your brains arc in your feet, where a 
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dancer^s ought to bo. You’ve iu'on st'If- taught until 
you’re aliuost ruinech but not <}uiU*. Whal you need is 
a trainer. Til take you in hand and put you at the top 
of the profession. I'here’s room Ihen^ for tlie two of 
us. You may beat nus” said the Masltu*, easting upon 
him a cold, savage look coiuhiiilng so inueh ri\alry, lUIVc- 
tion, justice, and human hate that it stamped Jum at 
once as one of the little great ones <d the earth 
may beat me; but I doubt it. Pve got the start and the 
pull. Hut at the top is whore you belong. Y<jur name, 
you say, is Uobinson 

^‘McGowan,” repeated the amaleur/‘Mae MeCiowan.’’ 
don’t matter,” sai<l Delano, '"Suppose you walk 
up to my luotel witli me. IM like to talk to y(uu Your 
footwork is the worst I ever Hav\% Madigan hut ™ well, 
rd like to talk to you. You may not think so, Inil Pm 
not so stuck uj). I came off of the Siih' myself. 

That overcoat cost me eight hundred dollars; but the 
collar ain’t so high Ind what I can si*e over it. [ taught 
myself to dance, and I put in most of nine years at it be- 
fore I shook a foot in j)uhlir. But I hat! genius. I didn’t 
go too far wrong in teaehing myself as ytm’ve done. 
You've got (he rottenest mctlmd and style of anybody I 
ever saw.” 

*‘(!h, I don’t think much of the few^ little steps I take,” 
said Mac, with hypocritical light mvss. 

*'Don’t talk like a package of self raising buckwheat 
flour,” said Pel Delano. **Yf>u’%‘e had a talent handed 
to you by the Proposition Iligher Up ; and it’s up to you 
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to do the proper thing with it. I’d like to have you go 
up to my hotel for a talk, if you will.” 

In his rooms in the King Clovis Hotel, Del Delano put 
on a searic't. house coat bordered with gold braid and set 
out Apolllnaris and a box of sweet crackers. 

Macr’s (*ye wandered. 

^M'orgei. il,” said Del. ^‘Drink and tobacco may be all 
right for a man who makes his living with his hands ; but 
they won't do if you’re depending on your head or your 
feet. If one emi of you gets tangled, so does Uie other. 
That’s why been* and cig?i reties dofi’t hurt piano players 
and piciuro pai!iU‘rs. Dut you’ve go( to cut ’em out if 
you v/ant to do inente.l or pedal work. Now, have a 
crnck(*r, and llien \ve’!l iclk som(‘.” 

*^\il right,” Kc.id Tdac. ‘T take it as an honor, of 
^)urse, for you to not ice iny hopj)ing around. Of course 
Td like to do somelliing in n professional line. Of course 
I can sing a littk' and do card tricks and Irish and (Jer- 
man comedy siuu', and of course I’m not so bad on tlie 
trajK*'/e and comic bicycle stunts and Hebrew mono- 
logue's un<l ” 

moment,” interrupted Del Delano, “before we 
begin, I said you couldn’t <Ianco. Well, that wasn’t, 
quite rigid. \'ou’ve only g<»t two or three had tricks iu 
your method. You’re handy with your feet, and you 
belong at the top, \vher«» I am. I’ll put you there. Pvc 
got six W(*ekf» coniiniu)u.s in New York; and in four I 
can shapt‘ up your style till the bookirig agents will fight 
one another to get you. And I’ll do it, too. I’m of, 
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frora, and for the West Side. ^Del Delano’ looks good 
on bill-boards, but the family name’s Crowley. Now, 
Mackintosh — McGowan, I mean — you’ve got your 
chance — fifty times a better one than I had.” 

^^I’d be a shine to turn it down,” said Mac. ^^And I 
hope you understand I appreciate it. Me and my cousin 
Cliff McGowan was thinking of getting a try-out at 
Creary’s on amateur night a month from to-morrow.” 

^^Good stuff !” said Delano. got mine there. Junius 

T. Rollins, the booker for Kuhn & Doole}^, jumped on the 
stage and engaged me after my dance. And the boards 
were an inch deep in nickels and dimes and quar- 
ters. There wasn’t but nine penny pieces found in the 
lot.” 

ought to tell you,” said Mac, after two minutes of 
pensiveness, “that my cousin Cliff can beat me dancing. 
We’ve always been what you might call pals. If you’d 
take him up instead of me, now, it might be better. He’s 
invented a lot of steps that I can’t cut.” 

.“Forget it,” said Delano. “Mondays, Wednesdays, 
Fridays, and Saturdays of every week from now till ama- 
teur night, a month off, I’ll coach you. I’ll make you as 
good as I am ; and nobody could do more for ymu. My 
act’s over every night at 10 :15. Half an hour later I’ll 
take you up and drill you till twelve. I’ll put you at the 
top of the bunch, right whore I am. You’ve got talent. 
Your style’s bum; but you’ve got the genius. You let 
me manage it. I’m from the West Side mt self, and I’d 
rather see one of the same gang win out before 1 would 
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an East-Sklor, or any of the Flatbush or Hackensaclc 
Meadow kind of butt-iners. Til see that Junias Rollins 
is present on your Prida^’' night; and if he don’t climb 
over the footlights and offer you fifty a week as a starter, 
I’ll let you draw it down from my own salary every 
[Monday night. Now, am I talking on the level or am 
I not?*'’ 

Aiuat<‘ur night at Creary’s Eighth Avenue Theatre is 
out by the same pattern as amateur nights elsewhere. 
After the regular performance the liumblest talent may, 
by prt‘vioiis arrangennait with the management, make 
its debut upon I he public stage. Ambitious non-profes- 
sionals, mostly self-instructed, display their skill and 
powers of entertainment along the broadest lines. Tlicy 
may sing, dance, mimic, juggle, contort, recite, or dis- 
port themsi‘lvi*s along any of the ragged boundary lines 
of Art- From the rankn of these anxious tyros are 
chosen the professionals that adorn or otherwise make 
conspicuous the fiill-hlown stage. Press-agents delight 
in recounling to open-mouthed and close-eared report- 
ers .stori<*s of llu* liumble lH*ginnIngs of the hrillknt stars 
whose orhiis liu*y cimlrol. 

Sucli iind sueh a prima donna ( they will tell you) made 
her inllia! bow lo lln‘ public while turning handsprings 
on an nhialeiir nighl. One great matinee favorite made 
his debut on a geniu-ous Friday evening singing coon 
songs of his own composition. A tragedian famous on 
two continents and an island first attra<*ted attention by 
an amateur impersonation of a newly landed Soandina- 
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vian j>ea«arit Oiu* Wro.'uiw ay that turns 

\‘iu uwny a hot^kln^ <»n a h'rul iy hy reciting 

(»si‘ri(us.sl\ ) till gr.ivrVHrd ti<‘ iti *‘i iain!»'t.'* 

'rhus tlu*v i:;ci tlu'ir chaiuv. Ain.Urur night a kindlj 
botuu It in cliiirity oi ahuNguing* It U a 

hrtit!u*r!y luuui rciu lu J tiunn l»y uu- mhvrs t»i Ute IhjsI 
urutt‘ii bniui of cowtjrkof'i in tin* W(>rlcl to rni.st* tip lesj« 
fortunaU* urns without latk'Uing thruj In ggnrs. It gives 
you Ihcchajicts if y<»u can gru'tp it. In ult j* for ri few min- 
ufes Ufore .some hattly palntril ‘icenci v nrui, tluring the 
playing hy ilw turchentra of Home ti tt or twelve harn of 
music, nnd wliile the sules of your shn* » nmy he clearly 
holding to I he uppers, to se»*iire ii snhirv tH|unl to a t’ou- 
gressmnirs or nny orthodos ituttlNfer\. (hmld nn am-* 
hiJitiuH .sTuden! of liferiilure or fluHnein! njetliofls g<»t a 
cliunee like that hy spending twt nty minutes in a (!ar- 
liegie lihr u‘y ? T do lud no! trou ji. 

Ihit .sh ill we look in at rreurv’^r I .»*l us say thnl the 
Hpecifjc Frlilay night had arrived on wkieh the fortunate 
Slac Metfovvan wuts to justify tki^terlng {sretllctions 
of his tlist inguislied patron anti, inelilentnlly, <lrop his 
silver tah rit iidti the slit tjf the ^kd ftmeUine of f une and 
forUme th vi gives tip rejodatlon nml tiongh. I offer, 
sure of your aeipuescetiee, tliat we tiow ftiiswenr hypo- 
critical philo.sophy and higedid eoi!!inent, permitting the 
story to fmkHh itself in the dres-i of muterinl wUegations 
— a tmsiium more wtirthy, when held to the liim^ than the 
n )d luhoru)Us crentiiifis of the word !ri!!:n« rs. . * , 
(l*ugc ui mainuHcrlpt lu^^siug her*..) 
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easHj among the wings with his patron, the great Del 
Delano. For, wliatovor footlights slionc in the City- 
That-\Vt 5 ii!(hBc-Aimisa(l, the frocKloni of their unshaded 
side was Del’s. And if ho should take up an ainaleur — 
see? and 5>ringhini around — see? and, winking one of his 
cold L'lue eyi's, say to the manager: “Take it from me 
— IkAs got the goods — see?” 3 ’ou wouldn’t expect that 
amateur to sit on an unpainted bench sudorifically await- 
ing his turn, would you? So Mac strolle<l around 
largely with the nonpareil; and the seven waited, clam- 
mily, on the bench. 

A giant in shlrt-sl(‘eves, with a grim, kind face in which 
many stitches had heen taken by surgeons from time to 
tinje, i. with a long stick, looped at the end. He was 
the !unu with the Hook. The manager, with his close- 
smoolhed l.loiul hair, his one-sided smile, and his abnor- 
mally easy manner, pored wuth patient cond<*scension 
over the diflieiilt program of the amateurs. The last of 
the professional tuiais — the Grand March of the Happy 
IIu 7 zard — ha<l been completed; the last wrinkle and 
darn of their blue slikolene cotton tlglds had vanished 
from I lie stage. The man in the ()rch(‘stra w'ho ]>layed 
the kettle-drum, cymbals, triangle, sandpajun*, whang- 
doodle, hoof ht‘als, and catcalls, and fired the pistol 
shots, h’ul wir»<‘d his brow. The illegal liollday of the 
Homans had arrlv<*d. 

While the orch<'stra plays the famous waltz from 
“The Dismal Wihs” h't us h<*stow two hundred word« 
xipon the psychology of the audhmeo. 
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The orcliestra floor was filled by People. The boxes 
contamed Persons. In the galleries was the Foreor- 
dained Verdict. The claque was there as it had origi- 
nated in the Stone Age and was afterward adapted by 
the French. . Every Micky and Maggie who sat upon 
Creary’s amateur bench, wise beyond their talents, knew 
that their success or doom lay already meted out to them 
by that crowded, whistling, roaring mass of Romans in 
the three galleries. They knew that the winning or the 
losing of the game for each one lay in the strength of 
the ^^gang” aloft that could turn the applause to its 
favorite. On a Broadway first night a w'ooer of fame 
may win it from the ticket buyers over the heads of the 
cognoscenti. But not so at Creary’s. The amateur’s 
fate is arithmetical. The number of his supporting 
admirers present at his try-out decides it in advance. 
But how these outlying Friday nights put to a certain 
shame the Mondays, Tuesdays, Wednesdays, Thurs- 
days, Saturdays, and matin&s of the Broadway stage 
you should know. . . . 

(Here the manuscript ends.) 



ARISTOCRACY VERSUS HASH 
[From The Rolling Stone 

The snake reporter of The Rolling Stone was wander- 
ing up the avenue last night on his way home from the 
Y. M- C. A. rooms when he was approached a gaunt, 
hungry-looking man with wild eyes and dishevelled hair. 
He accosted the reporter in a hollow, weak voice. 

‘Can you tell me, Sir, where I can find in this town 
a. family of scrubs ?’ 

“ ‘I don’t understand exactly.’ 

“ ‘Let me tell you how it is,’ said the stranger, insert- 
ing his forefinger in the reporter’s buttonhole and badly 
damaging his chrysanthemum. ‘I am a representative 
from Soapstone County, and I and my family are house- 
less, homeless, and shelterless. We have not tasted food 
for over a week. I brought my family with me, as I 
have indigestion and could not get around much with 
the boys. Some days ago I started out to find a board- 
ing house, as I cannot afford to put up at a hotel. I 
found a nice aristocratic-looking place, that suited me, 
and went in and asked for the proprietress. A very 
stately lady with a Roman nose came in the room. She 
had one hand laid across her stom — across her waist, 
and the other held a lace handkerchief. I told her I 
wanted board for myself and family, and she conde- 
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sccndcd to take us. I asked for her terms, and she said 
$300 per week. 

“ ‘I had two dollars in my pocket and I gave her that 
for a fine teapot that I broke when I fell over the table 
when she spoke.’ 

^^^You appear surprised,’ says she. ^You will please 
remeinbah that I am the widow of Governor Riddle of 
Georgiah ; my family is very highly connected ; I give you 
board as a favah ; I nevah considah money any equiva- 
lent for the advantage of my societ^^ I ^ 

^Well, I got out of there, and I went to some other 
places. The next lady was a cousin of General Alahone 
of Virginia, and wanted four dollars an hour for a back 
room with a pink motto and a Burnet granite bed in it. 
The next one was an aunt of Davy Crockett, and asked 
eight dollars a day for a room furnished in imitation of 
the Alamo, with prunes for breakfast and one hour’s con- 
versation with her for dinner. Another one said she 
was a descendant of Benedict Arnold on her father’s 
side and Captain Kidd on the other. 

“^She took more after Captain Kidd. 

^^^She only had one meal and prayers a day, and 
counted her society worth $100 a week. 

found nine widows of Supreme Judges, twelve 
relicts of Governors and Generals, and twenty-two ruins 
left b}’' various happy Colonels, Professors, and ilajors, 
who valued their aristocratic wmrth from $90 to .$900 
per week, with w'eak-kneed hash and dried apples on the 
side. I admire people of fine descent, but my stomach 
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yearns for pork and beans instead of culture. Am I 
not right ?’ 

‘^‘Your words,’ said the reporter, ^convince me that 
you have uttered what you have said.’ 

thanks. You see how it is. I am not wealthy"; I 
have only my per diem and my per quisites, and I cannot 
aiford to pay for liigh lineage and moldy ancestors. A 
little corned beef goes further wuth me than a coronet, 
and when I am cold a coat of arms does not warm me.’ 

« ‘I greatly fear,’ said the reporter, with a play ful hic- 
cough, ^that you have run against a high-toned town. 
Most all the first-class boarding houses here are run 
by ladies of the old Southern families, the very first in 
the land.’ 

am now desperate,’ said the Representative, as he 
chewxd a tack awhile, thinking it was a clove. want 
to find a boarding house where the proprietress was an 
orphan found in a livery stable, whose father was a dago 
from East Austin, and whose grandhither was never 
placed on the map. I want a scrubby, ornery, low’-down, 
snuff -dipping, back-woodsy, piebald gang, who never 
heard of finger bowds or Ward McAllister, but who can 
get up a mess of hot cornbread and Irish stew at regular 
market quotations.’ 

there such a place in Austin?’ 

^^The snake reporter sadly shook his head. do not 
know,’ he said, ^but I will shake you for the beer.’ 

minutes later the slate in the Blue Ruin saloon 
bore two additional characters: 10.” 



THE PRISONER OF ZEMBLA 
[From The Rolling Stone,'] 

So THE king fell into a furious rage, so that none 
durst go near him for fear, and he gave out that since the 
Princess Ostia had disobeyed him there would be a great 
tourney, and to the knight who should prove himself of 
the greatest valor he would give the hand of the princess. 

And he sent forth a herald to proclaim that he would 
do this. 

And the herald went about the country making his 
desire known, blowing a great tin horn and riding a 
noble steed that pranced and gambolled; and the vil- 
lagers gazed upon him and said: “Lo, that is one of 
them tin horn gamblers concerning which the chroniclers 
have told us.” 

And when the day came, the king sat in the grand- 
stand, holding the gage of battle in his hand, and by his 
side sat the Princess Ostia, looking very pale and beau- 
tiful, but with mournful ej’^es from which she scarce could 
keep the tears. And the knights which came to the 
tourney gazed upon the princess in wonder at her beauty, 
and each swore to wdn so that he could marry her and 
board with the king. Suddenly the heart of the princess 
gave a great bound, for she saw among the knights one 

of the poor students with whom she had been in love. 

20 ?, 
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The knights mounted and rode in a line past the- grand- 
stand, and the king stopped the poor student, who had 
the worst horse and the poorest caparisons of any of 
the knights and said: 

‘‘^Sir Knight, prithee tdl me of what that marvellous 
shacky and rusty-looking armor of thine is made?” 

^^Oh, king,” said the young knight, “seeing that we are 
about to engage in a big fight, I would call it scrap iron, 
wouldn’t you?” 

“Ods Bodkins !” said the king. “The youth hath a 
pretty wit.” 

About this time the Princess Ostia, who began to feel 
better at the sight of her lover, slipped a piece of gum 
into her mouth and closed her teeth upon it, and even 
smiled a little and showed the beautiful pearls with 
which her mouth was set. Whereupon, as soon as the 
knights perceived this, 217 of them went over to the 
king’s trea»surer and settled for their horse feed and 
went home. 

“It seems very hard,” said the princess, “that I can- 
not marry when I chews.” 

But two of the kni^ts were left, one of them being 
the princess’ lover. 

“Here’s enough for a fight, anyhow,” said the king. 
“Come hither, O knights, will ye joust for the hand of 
this fair lady?” 

“We joust will,” said the knights. 

The two knights fought for two hours, and at length 
the princess’ lover prevailed and stretched the other 
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upon the ground. The victorious knight made his horse 
caracole before the king, and bowed low In his saddle. 

On the Princess Ostia’s cheeks was a rosy flush ; in her 
eyes the light of excitement vied with the soft glow of 
love ; her lips were parted, her lovely hair unbound, and 
she grasped the arms of her chair and leaned forward 
with heaving bosom and happy smile to hear the words 
of her lover. 

‘TTou have foughten well, sir knight,” said the king. 
^And if there is any boon you crave you have but to 
name it.” 

^‘Then,” said the knight, ‘T will ask you this : I have 
bought the patent rights in your kingdom for Schneider’s 
celebrated monkey wrench, and I want a letter from you 
endorsing it.” 

^‘You shall have it,” said the king, ‘^but I must tell 
you that there is not a monkey in my kingdom.” 

With a yell of rage the victorious knight threw him- 
self on his horse and rode atvay at a furioas gallop. 

Tlie king was about to speak, when a horrible suspicion 
flashed upon him and he fell dead upon the grandstand. 

^‘My God !” he cried. ‘‘He has forgotten to take the 
princess with him !” 



A STRANGE STORY 
[From The RoLling Stone.l 

In the northern part of Austin there once dwelt an 
honest funiilv hy the name of Smothers. The family 
consisted of John Smothers, his wife, himself, their little 
daughter, five years of age, and her parents, making six 
people toward the poj)uIation of the city when counted 
for a special write-up, but only three by actual count. 

One night after supper the little girl was seized with 
a severe colic, and John Smothers hurried down town 
to gel some medicine. 

lie never came hack. 

The little girl recovered and in time grew up to wewnan- 
hood. 

Tlie mother grieved very much over her husband’s 
disappearance, and it was n<‘arly three months before 
she married again, and moved to San Antonio. 

I'lie liltle girl also married in time, ami after a few 
years had rolled arouml, she also had a little girl five 
years of age. 

She still lived in tlie same house wliere they dwelt 
when her father had left and never returned. 

One night by a remarkable coincidence her little girl 
was taken witli cramp colic on the anniversary of the 
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disappearance of John Smothers, who would now have 
been her grandfather if he had been alive and had a 
steady job. 

“I will go downtown and get some medicine for her,” 
said John Smith (for it was none other than he whom 
she had married). 

“No, no, dear John,” cried his wdfe. “You, too, 
might disappear forever, and then forget to come back.” 

So John Smith did not go, and together they sat by 
the bedside of little Pansy (for that was Pansy’s name). 

After a little Pansy seemed to grow worse, and John 
Smith again attempted to go for medicine, but his wife 
would not let him. 

Suddenly the door opened, and an old man, stooped 
and bent, with long white hair, entered the room. 

“Hello, here is grandpa,” said Pansy. She had recog- 
nized him before any of the others. 

The old man drew a bottle of medicine from his pocket 
and gave Pansy a spoonful. 

She got well immediately. 

“I was a little late,” said John Smothevs, “a® I waited 
for a street car.” 



FICIiLE FORTUNE OR HOW GLADYS HUSTLED 
[From The Rolling StoneSl 

Press me no more Mr. Snooper,” said Gladys Vava- 
sour-Smilh. ‘"I c*an never be yours.” 

‘‘You liJive led me to believe different, Gladys,” said 
Bertrain I). Smxjper. 

The .sellin;^ sun was floodinp^ wiMi golden light the 
oriel wimhuvs of a inugnifieent mansion situated in one 
of the Djost arist oernl io streets west: oi' I lie brick yard. 

lierlram 1). Snooper, a f)oor hut ambitious and tal- 
ented young lawyer, had just lost his first suit. He had 
dart'd to aspire to Ihe hand of (Iladys Vavasour-Smith, 
the hiS'iiilirid and Irb nied daughter of oiU‘ of the oldest 
and proudest families in the county. Tin* bluest blood 
llowed in In r veins. Her grauidfalher had sawed wood 
for Hie l.loimshys and an aunt on her mother's side had 
married a ni.an who had h(*en kicked by (ieneral Lcc\s 
nuih*. 

'rin* line; about Ih*rlrain 1). S!H)OT>er’s Imnds and 
mouth writ' dr.iun liglifer as he paced lo and fro, wait- 
ing for a rt p'y in the <|ueslioii he intended lo ;i.sk Gladys 
as soon rs h" ihouglil of om*. 

A! Iasi eu ii!e;i <j<*curred to hini. 

“Why u ill you not marry me?” he asked in an inaudi- 
ble tone. 
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^^Because,” said Gladys firmly, speaking easih^ with 
great difficulty, progression and enlightenment that 
the woman of to-day possesses demand that the man 
shall bring to the marriage altar a heart and body as 
free from the debasing and liercditary iniquities that 
now no longer exist except in the chimerical imagination 
of enslaved custom.” 

^^It is as I expected,” said Bertram, wiping his heated 
brow on the window curtain. ‘‘You have been reading 
books.” 

“Besides that,” continued Gladys, ignoring the deadly 
charge, “you have no money.” 

The blood of the Snoopers rose hastily and mantled 
the cheek of Bertram D. He put on his coat and moved 
proudly to the door. 

“Stay licre till I return,” he said, “I will be back in. 
fifteen years.” 

When he had finished speaking he ceased and left the 
room. 

When he had gone, Gladj^s felt an uncontrollable 
yearning take possession of her. She said slowly, rather 
to herself than for publication, “I wonder if there was 
any of that cold cabbage left from dinner.” 

She then left the room. 

When she did so, a dark-complexioned man with black 
hair and gloomy, desperate looking clothes, came out of 
the fireplace where he had been concealed and stated: 

“Ahal I have ypu in my power at last, Bertram D. 
Snooper. Gladj^'s Vavasour-Smith shall be mine. I am 
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in the poHsession of secrcti tiiAt not a soul in the world 
su.spet ts. I have papers to prove that liertram Snooper 
is the heir to the **^Toin Kean estate, and I liave (Uscov- 
cred that (iladys^ grandfather wdu) sawed wood for the 
II<)^nsl)y^s was also a cook in ]Major Uhoads Fisher’s 
command during the war. Therefore, tiie faniil}’ repu- 
diate her, and she will marry tne in order to drag their 
proud name down In the dust. Ila, ha, ha 

As tlie reader Inis doubtless long ago discovcrc'd, this 
man was no other than Henry II. (Jrasty. Mr. Grasty 
then proceeried to gloat some more, and then witli a 
j anionic laugh left for New York, 

^ « « « « » 

Fifteen years have elaj>sed. 

Of e<nu*se, our rea<Jers will understand that this is 
only sup]»osed to be the ease. 

It. really look less than a minute to make the little 
.stars that represent an interval of time. 

We could not afford to .slop a piece in the middle 
and wait fifteen years before continuing it. 

Wo hope tills explanation will suffice. We are careful 
not to create any wrong impressions. 

(iladys Vavasour-Smith and Henry R. Grasty stood 
at the marriage altar. 

Mr. Grasty had evidently worked his rabbit's foot 
.successfully, although he was quite a while in doing so. 

^ All t'litUtc fuatows' {« Tcxiis Wp^l hiftory. Tt tool; many, mnny 
yaarit for ml.jinitmrnt nnd m krjrr part of the property was, of 

•{ MUgitiion. 



210 Rolling Stones 

Just as the preacher was about to pronounce the fatal 
words on which he w^ould have realized ten dollars and 
had the laugh on Mr. Grasty, the steeple of the church 
fell oif and Bertram D. Snooper entered. 

The preacher fell to the ground with a dull thud. He 
could ill afford to lose ten dollars. He was hastily 
removed and a cheaper one secured. 

Bertram D. Snooper held a Statesman in his hand. 

‘‘Aha!” he said, “I thought I would surprise you. I 
just got in this morning. Here is a paper noticing my 
arrival.” 

He handed it to Henry R. Grasty. 

Mr. Grasty looked at the paper and turned deadly 
pale. It was dated three weeks after Mr. Snooper’s 
arrival. 

“Foiled again 1” he hissed. 

“Speak, Bertram D. Snooper,” said Gladys, “why 
have you come between me and Henry?” 

“I have just discovered that I am the sole heir to 
Tom Bean’s estate and am worth two million dollars.” 

With a glad cry Gladys threw herself in Bertram’s 
arms. 

Henry R. Grasty drew from his breast pocket a large 
tin box and opened it, took therefrom 467 pages of 
closely written foolscap. 

“What you say is true, Mr. Snooper, but I ask you to 
read that,” he said, handing it to Bertram Snooper. 

Mr. Snooper had no sooner read the document than he 
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uttered a piercing shriek and bit off a large cliew of 
tobacco. 

is lost,” ho said. 

‘*^What is that document.?” asked Gladys. ‘‘Governor 
Hogg\s message?” 

‘^It is not as bad as that,” said Bertram, “but it de- 
prives me of my entire fortune. But I care not for 
that, Gladys, since I have won you.” 

“What is It? Speak, I implore you,” said Gladys. 
“Those papers,” said ITenvy R. Grasty, “are the 
proofs of my appointment as administrator of the Tom 
Bean estate.” 

With a loving cry Gladys threw lierself in Henry II. 
Grasty’s arms. 

« ^ « 

Tw^^nty minutes later Bertram D. Snooper was seen 
deliberatdy to enter a beer saloon on Seventeenth Street. 



an apology 


[Tbis appeared in The RolUng Stone shorfly before it 
**suspended publication*' never to resume.] 

The person who sweeps the office, translates letters 
from foreign countries, deciphers communications from, 
graduates of business colleges, and does most of the 
writing for this paper, has been confined for the past 
two weeks to the under side of a large red quilt, with 
a joint caucus of la grippe and measles. 

We have missed two issues of The RoUing Stone^ and 
arc now slightly convalescent, for which we desire to 
apologize and express our regrets. 

Everj^body’s term of subscription will be extended 
enough to cover all missed issues, and we hope soon to 
report that the goose remains suspended at a favorable 
altitude. People who have tried to run a funny paper 
and entertain a congregation of large piebald measles 
at tlie same time will understand something of the tact, 
finesse, and hot sassafras tea iroquired to do so. We 
expect to get out the paper regularly from this time on, 
but are forced to be very careful, as improper treatment 
and deleterious after-effects of measles, combined with 
the high price of paper and presswork, have been known 
to cause a relapse. Any one not getting their paper 
regularly will please come down and see about it, bring- 
ing with tkem a ham or any little delicacy relis-lied by 
invalids. 
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LORD OAKHURST^S CURSE 


[This story was sent to Dr. Beall of Greensboro, C,, 
in a letter in 1883, and so is siic of O. Henry’s earliest at" 
tempts at writing.] 


I 

Lord OAKHURST Uy dying in the oak diamber in 
the eastern wing of Oakhurst Castle. Through the open 
window in tlie calm of the summer evening, came the 
sw'eet fragrance of the early violets and budding trees, 
and to tiie dying man it se^ed as if earth’s loveliness 
and beaut 3 ' were never so apparent as on tliis bright 
J une day, liis last day of life. 

His young wife, whom he loved with a devotion and 
strength that the presence of the king of terrors himself 
could not alter, moved about the apartment, w'eeping 
and sorrowful, sometimes arranging the sick man’s pil- 
low and inquiring of him in low, mournful tones if any- 
thing could be done to give him comfort, and again, with 
stifled sobs, eating some chocolate caramels which she 
carried in the pocket of licr apron. The servants went 
to and fro with that quiet and subdued tread which pre- 
vails in a house where death is an expected guest, and 
even the crash of broken china and shivered glass, which 
announced their approach, seemed to fall upon tlic aar 
with less violence and sound than asuah 
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Lord Oakliurst was thinking of days gone by, when he 
wooed and won his beautiful young wife, who was then 
hut a cliarming and innocent girl. How clearly and 
minutely those scenes rose up at the call of his memory. 
He seemed to be standing once more beneath the old 
chestnut grove where they had plighted their troth in 
tlie twilight under the stars ; while the rare fragrance of 
the June roses and the smell of supper came gently bj^ on 
the breeze. There he had told her his love; how that 
his whole happiness and future joy lay in the hope that 
he might win her for a bride; that if she would trust 
her future to his care the devotedness of his lifetime 
should be hers, and his only thought would be to 
make her life one long day of sunshine and peanut 
candy. 

How plainly he remembered how she had, with girlish 
shyness and coyness, at first hesitated, and murmured 
something to herself about *^an old bald-headed galoot,” 
but when he told her that to him life without her would 
be a blasted mockery, and that his income was £50,000 a 
year, she threw herself on to liim and froze there with 
the tenacity of a tick on a brindled cow, and said, with 
tears of joy, “Hen-ery, I am thine.” 

And now he was dying. In a few short hours his spirit 
would rise up at the call of the Destroyer and, quitting 
his poor, weak, earthly frame, would go forth into that 
dim and dreaded Unknown Land, and solve with cer- 
tainty that Mystery which revealeth itself not to mortal 
man. 
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A carriage drove rapidly up the avenue and stopped at 
the door. Sir Everhard FitzArmond, the famous Lon- 
don physician, who had been telegraphed for, alighted 
and quickly ascended the marble steps. Lady Oakhurst 
met him at the door, her lovely face expressing great 
anxiety and grief. ‘^Oh, Sir Everhard, I am so glad 
you have come. He seems to be sinking rapidly. Did 
you bring the cream almonds I mentioned in the tele- 
gram?” 

Sir Everhard did not reply, but silently handed heir 
a package, and, slipping a couple of cloves into his 
mouth, ascended the stairs that led to Lord Oakhurst^s 
apartment. Lady Oakhurst followed. 

Sir Everhard approached the bedside of his patienfi 
and laid his hand gently on this sick man’s diagnosis. 
A shade of feeling passed over his professional counte- 
nance as he gravely and solemnly pronounced these 
words: ‘‘Madam, your husband has croaked.” 

Lady Oakhurst at first did not comprehend his tecli- 
nical language, and her lovely mouth let up for a moment 
on the cream almonds. But soon his meaning flashed 
upon her, and she seized an axe that her husband was 
accustomed to keep by his bedside to mangle his servants 
with, and struck open Lord Oakhurst’s cabinet contain- 
ing his private papers, and with eager hands opened the 
document which she took therefrom. Then, with a wild, 
unearthly shriek that would have made a steam piano go 
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out beliind a barn and kick itself in despair, she fell 
senseless to the floor. 

Sir Everhard FitzArniond picked up the paper and 
read its contents. It was Lord Oakhurst’s will, be- 
queathing all his property to a scientific institution which 
should have for its object the invention of a means for 
extracting peach brandy from saw’diistl^ 

Sir Everhard glanced quickljj' around the room. No 
one was in sight. Dropping the will, he rapidly trans- 
ferred some valuable ornaments and rare specimens of 
gold and silver filigree work from the centre table to his 
pockets, and rang the bell for the servants. 

Ill THE CURSE 

Sir Everhard FitzArmond descended the stairway of 
Oakhurst Castle and passed out into the avenue that led 
from the doorway to the great iron gates of the park. 
Lord Oakhurst liad been a great sportsman during his 
life and always kept a well-stocked kennel of curs, which 
now rushed out from their hiding places and with loud 
yelps sprang upon the physician, burying their fangs 
in his lower limbs and seriously damaging his apparel. 

Sir Everhard, startled out of his professional dignity 
and usual indifference to human suffering, by the per-^ 
sonal application of feeling, gave vent to a most horrible 
and blighting CURSE and ran with great swiftness to 
his carriage and drove off toward the city. 



BEXAR SCRIP NO. 2692 

[From The Rolling Stone, Saturday, March 5, 1894.] 

Whenever you visit Austin you should by all means 
go to see the General Land Office. 

As you pass up the avenue you turn sharp round the 
corner of tlie court house, and on a steep hill before you 
you see a inedia?val castle. 

You think of the Rhine; the ‘^castled crag of Drach- 
enfels”; the Lorelei; and the vine-clad slopes of Ger- 
many. And German it is in every line of its architec- 
ture and design. 

The plan was drawn by an old draftsman from the 
• “Vaterland,” whose heart still loved the sccnc.s of his 
native land, and it is said he reproduced the design of 
a certain castle near his birthplace, with remarkable 
fidelity. 

Under the present administration a new coat of paint 
has vulgarized its ancient and venerable walls. ^Modern 
tiles have replaced the limestone slabs of its floors, worn 
in hollows by the tread of thousands of feet, and smart 
and gaudy fixtures have usurped the place of the time- 
worn furniture that has been consecrated by the touch 
of hands that Texas wull never cease to honor. 

But even noiv, when you enter the building, you lower 
your voice, and time turns backward for you, for the at- 
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mosphere which you breathe is cold with the exudations 
of buried generations. 

The building is stone with a coating of concrete; the 
walls are immensely thick; it is cool in the summer and 
warm in the winter; it is isolated and sombre; standing 
apart from the other state buildings, sullen and decay- 
ing, brooding on the past. 

Twenty years ago it was much the same as now; 
twenty years from now the garish newness will be worn 
off and it will return to its appearance of gloomy decad-* 
ence. 

People living In other states can form no conception of 
the vastness and importance of the work performed and 
the significance of the millions of records and papers 
composing the archives of this office. 

The title deeds, patents, transfers and legal docu^ 
ments connected with every foot of land owned in the 
state of Texas arc filed here. 

Volumes could be filled with accounts of the knavery, 
the double-dealing, the cross purposes, the perjury, the 
lies, the bribery, the alteration and erasing, the suppress- 
ing and destroying of papers, the various schemes and 
plots that for the sake of the almighty dollar have left 
their stains upon the records of the General Land Office. 

No reference is made to the employees. No more 
faithful, competent and efficient force of men exists in the 
clerical portions of any government, but there is — or 
was, for their day is now over — a class of land specula- 
tors commonly called land sharks, unscrupulous and 
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greedy, who have left their trail in every department of 
this office, in the shape of titles destroyed, patents can- 
celled, homes demolished and torn away, forged transfers 
and lying affidavits. 

Before the modern tiles were laid upon the floors, there 
were deep hollows in the limestone slabs, worn by the 
countless feet that daily trod uneasily through its 
echoing corridors, pressing from file room to business 
room, from commissioner’s sanctum to record books and 
back again. 

The honest but ignorant settler, bent on saving the 
little plot of land he called home, elbowed the wary land 
shark who was searching the records for evidence to 
oust him ; the lordly cattle baron, relying on his influence 
and money, stood at the Commissioner’s desk side by 
side with the preemptor, w'hose little potato patch lay 
like a minute speck of island in the vast, billowy sea of his 
princely pastures, and played the old game of ^^freeze- 
out,” which is as old as Cain and Abel. 

The trail of the serpent is through it all. 

Honest, earnest men have wrought for generations 
striving to disentangle the shameful coil that certain 
years of fraud and infamy have wound. Look at the 
files and see the countless endorsements of those in 
authority: 

‘^Transfer doubtful — locked up.” 

^^Certificate a forgery — locked up.” 

‘“Signature a forgery.” 

“Patent refused — duplicate patented elsewhere.” 
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‘‘Field noteg forged.’* 

“CertiiicaUs stolen from ofBce” — and soon ad in- 
finitum. 

The record books, spread upon long tables, in the big 
room upstairs, are open to the examination of all. 

Open them, and you will find the dark and greasy 
finger prints of half a century’s handling. The quick 
hand of the land grabber has fiuttered the leaves a mil- 
lion times; the damp clutch of the perturbed tiller of 
the soil has left traces of his calling on the ragged leaves. 

Interest centres in the file room. 

This is a large room, built as a vault, fireproof, and 
entered by but a single door. 

There is “No Admission” on the portal; and the 
precious files are handed out by a clerk in charge only 
©n presentation of an order signed by the Commissioner 
or chief clerk. 

In years past too much laxity prevailed in its manage- 
ment, and the files were handled by all comers, simply 
on their request, and returned at their will, or not at all. 

In these days most of the mischief was done. In the 

file room, there are about files, each in a paper 

wrapper, and comprising the title papers of a particular 
tract of land. 

You ask the clerk in charge for the papers relating to 
any survey in Texas. They are arranged simply in dis- 
tricts and numbers. 

He disappears from the door, you hear the sliding of 
a tin box, the lid snaps, and the file is in your hand. 
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Go up there some day and call for Bexar Scrip No. 

269 ^. 

The file clerk stares at you for a second, says shortly : 

^‘Out of file.’’ 

It has been missing twenty years. 

The history of that file has never been written before. 

Twenty years ago there was a shrewd land agent living 
in Austin who devoted his undoubted talents and vast 
knowledge of land titles, and the laws governing them, 
to the locating of surveys made by illegal certificates, 
or improperly made, and otherwise of no value through 
non-compliance with the statutes, or whatever flaws his 
ingenious and unscrupulous mind could unearth. 

He found a fatal defect in the title of the land as on 
file in Bexar Scrip No. 2692 and placed a new certificate 
upon the survey in his own name. 

The law was on his side. 

Every sentiment of justice, of right, and humanity 
was against him. 

The certificate by virtue of which the original survey 
had been made was missing. 

It was not be found in the file, and no memorandum 
or date on the wrapper to show that it had ever been filed. 

Under the law the land was vacant, unappropriated 
public domain, and open to location. 

The land was occupied by a widow and her only son, 
and she supposed her title good. 

The railroad had surveyed a new line through the 
property, and it had doubled in value. 
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Sharp, the land <lul not coninunntnih* with her 

in any vva\'' until he hud filed his pni^ers, ruslu‘d his rluim 
through the departments and into the patent rtunn ft>r 
patontin^fif. 

Then he wrote her a letter, ofrorin/:]^ her tlu* dudee of 
buying from him or vacating at once. 

lie received no reply. 

One day he was looking through some tiles and came 
across the missing certificate. Some one, prolmfily an 
employee of the office, had by mistake, after muking 
some examination, placcnl it in the wrong file, and 
curiously enough another inaclverlenas in there being 
no record of its filing on the wrapper, had completed 
the appearance of its having never been filed. 

Sharp called for the file in which it. helongt j and seru- 
tinized it carefully, fearing he might have f*verhH>!ve(l 
some endorsement regarding its return to lh<» cdlice. 

On the hack of the certificate was plainly endorsed 
the date of filing, according to law, and signet! by the 
chief clerk. 

If this certificate should he seen l>y flu* eKnini?nng 
clerk, his own claim, when It came U}> for pattmting, 
would not be worth the paper on wliieh It was writ ten. 

Sharp glanced furtively arountl. A young man, or 
rather a boy about eighteen years of age, sfocwl a few 
feet away regarding him closely with keen black eyes. 

Sharp, a little confused, thrust the c(*rt!f!eale into 
the file where it properly belonged and began gathering 
up the other papers. 
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Tlic l>oy came up and leaned on tlie desk beside him, 
right interesting office, sirP’ he said. have 
never been in here before. All those papers, now, they 
are about lands, arc they not? The titles and deeds, 
and such things?” 

‘‘Yes,” said Sharp, ‘‘They ai'e supposed to contain 
all the title papers.” 

“Tins one, now,” said the boy, taking up Bexar Scrip 
No. SG952, “what land does this represent the title of? 

Ah, I see ^Six hundred and forty acres in B coun- 

tr 3 "? Absalom Harris, original grantee,^ Please tell 
me, I am so ignorant of these things, how can you tell 
a gooil survey from a bad one. I am told that there 
are a groat many illegal and fraudulent surveys in this 
office. I snpT>o,sc this one is all right?” 

“No,” said Sharp, “Tlie certificate is missing. It 
is invalid.” 

“That paper T just saw 3 rou place in that file, I suppose 
is something else — field notes, or a transfer prob- 
ahlv?” 

“Ves,” said Sharp, hurriedly, “corrected field notes. 
Excuse me, I am a little pressed for time.” 

The hoy was watching him with bright, alert eyes. 

It would never do to leave the certificate in the file; 
but he could not take it out with that inquisitive boy 
watching him. 

lie turned 1« ihe file room, with a doscen or more files 
in his hand.;, ami accidentally dropped part of them on 
the floor. As he stooped to pick them up he swiftly 
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thrust Bexar Scrip No. 2692 in the inside breast pocket 
of his "coat. 

This happened at just half-past four o’clock, and 
when the file clerk took the files he threw them in a pile in 
his room, came out and locked the door. 

The clerks were moving out of the tioor.s in long, 
straggling lines. 

It \Yas closing time. 

Sharp did not desire to take the file from the liftad 
Office. 

The hoy might have seen him place the filt* in hia 
pocket, and the penalty of the law for such an act was 
very acverc. 

Some distance hack from the file room was th<* drafts- 
man’s room now entirt*Iy vacated hy ils oeeujuuds. 

Sharp dropped Wiind the oidgiung si ream oi men, 
and slip[)cd slyly into thi?^ room, 

Tlie clerks trooped noisily down the ii'on stairway, 
singing, whistling, and talking. 

Below, the night watchman await(‘d their exit, ready 
to close and bar the two great door.s to the south and 
east. 

It is his duty to lake careful note eadi day that no one 
remains in the Inniding after tie* hour of ('losing. 

Sharp waited until nil sounds hud ceased. 

It was his intention to linger until everything was 
quiet, and then to remove the certificate from If'.e file, 
and throw the hit ter carelessly on some draftsnmn’s desk, 
as if it had been left there during the Imsiness of the day. 
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He knew also tliat ho must remove tlie certificate frotu 
file oifire or dcslroy it, as the chance finding of it by a 
clerk woiihl Ioa<i to its immediately being restored to its 
proper place, and the consequent discovery that his lo- 
cation over ilio old survey was absolutely worthless. 

As he inovc<l cautiously along the stone floor the loud 
barking of ihe little black dog, kept by the watchman, 
told that his sharf) ears had hoard the sounds of his steps. 

7''lic gr<*at, hollow rooms echoed loudly, move as lightly 
as he corhl< 

Sharp sat down at a desk and laid the file before him. 

In all his queer practices and cunning tricks he had 
not ye! inchidcd any act that was down»'*r''t criminal. 

He had always kept on the safe side of the I'nw, but in 
the deed ho was aliont to commit there was no compro^ 
inise to he made with what little conscience lie had left. 

There Is no well -defined boundary line brd ween hon- 
(- ly and <Iishonc.sty. 

''Fhe frontiers of one blend with the outside limits of 
the oflier, ami he who altemptH to tread this dangerous 
ground m/iy he souKdlmes in one domain and sometimes 
in the other; so the only safe road is the broad highway 
that leads straight through and has been well defiaed 
by line and compass. 

Sharp was a man of what is called high standing in 
the community. •'Fliat is, his word in a trade was m 
good as any man’s; his check was as good as so much 
cash, and so regard^!; he went to church regularly; 
went in good society and owed no man anything^ 
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He was regarded ns a sure winner in any land trade 
lie chose to make, but that was Ills occupation. 

Tlie act he was about to coininlt now w^i>ul(I place him 
forever in the ranks of those who cliose evil for their 
portion — if it was found out. 

More than that, it would rob a wrdow and ber son 
of property soon to be of great value, which, if not 
legally theirs, was theirs certainly hy every claim of 
justice. 

But he had gone too far to liesitate. 

His own survey was in the patent room for patenting. 
His own title w^as about to lie perfected by the Statens 
own hand. 

The certificate must he destroyed. 

He leaned his head on his hands for a monu^nt, and as 
he did so a sound behind him caused fiis heart to leap 
with guilty fear, but before he couhl rise, a hand came 
over his shoulder and grasped tlie file. 

He rose quickly, as white as paper, rattling bis chair 
loudly on the stone floor. 

The boy who had spoken to him earlier stood con- 
templating him with confempluons tuul flashing eyes, 
and quietly placed the file in the I<‘ft lireast pocket of his 
coat. 

^So, Mr. Sharp, by nature ns well ns by name,’’ be 
said, ^^It seems that I was right in waiting beliind the 
door in order to see you safely out. You will nnureciatc 
the pleasure I feel in having done so when I trdl you my 
name is Harris. My mother owns the land on which you 
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have hied, and if there is any justice in Texas slic slnJl 
hold it. 1 am not certain, but 1 think I saw you place a 
paper in this liic iliis afternoon, and it is barely possible 
that it may be of value to me. I was also impresswl 
with the idea that you desired to remove it again, but 
had not the o{)i)oriunity. Anyway, I shall keep it until 
to-morrow and let the Commissioner decide.” 

Far back among Mr. Sharp’s anct'stors tlicrc must 
have been some of tlic old b<'rs(‘rker blood, for his cau- 
tion, his presence of mind left him, and left him pos- 
sessed of a blind, devilish, unreasoning rage that showed 
itself in a moment in tlic while glitter of his eye. 

*^C3ivc me that fJ!c', boy,” he said, thickly, holding out 
his hand. 

‘T am no such fool^ Miv Sharp,” said the youth. 
‘‘Iliis hie shall be laid Ix^fon^ the Commissioner to-mor- 
row for cxaminal^ n. If he finds Help! Help!” 

Sharp was nj>on him like a tiger and bore him to the 
floor. 'rh<* boy was slrong and vigorous, but the sud- 
denness of ’he II I lack gave him no chance to resist. He 
strug/rled up again lo his feet, but it w’as an animal, 
wilh blaming oyt% and criieHooking teeth that fought 
him, instead of a nwui. 

Mr. Shoris a man of liigh standing and good report, 
W'us battling for hLs reputalion. 

Presently there was a dull sound, and another, and 
still one more, nrul a blade flashing white and tlien rid, 
and ICdwnrd Harris dropped down like siJine KtullVd 
effigy of a man, that boys make for sport, with his limbi: 



Bolling atones 

$iX cruinpUn! and lax, on the MUna^ floor <jf llu' Lane 
(Mcci. 

The old watcinnan waji deaf, atal heartl itothing. 

TIv« llUle dog harked at tiie foot of the nlmrii until 
hl» master numle him come into Ids room. 

Sharp stood there for several minutes holtling in his 
hand his blfxulv’ clasp knife, listening to the ctndng of 
tdic pigeons on the roof, and the Icaid tirhitjg of the 
eiock above the receiver’s desk. 

A «ftap rustled on the wall and his hlotKl turned to ice ; 
a rat ran across some strewn papers, and his sculp 
prickled, and he could scarcely luoislcti his dry lips witli 
his tongue. 

Iktwe<'n the file rootn and the draftHtnafds room tUeiv 
is a door that opens on a small dark {4jural stairway 
that winds from the lower flour to Ihe ceiling at the top 
of the house, 

*nus stairway waa not usihI tlam, tmr is it now. 

It is unnece««ary, inconvenient, dusty, and <!ark m 
nigtit, and w’us a blunder of the architect wht> di signed 
the huilding. 

This stairway entis above at the tent shaped spneo 
between the roof and the joists. 

Tlml space is dark and forhhldJiig, atid Iw ing useless 
U rarely visited. 

Sharp opcneci this door and garni for a tnmm id iip 
this narrow cobw^ddsisi stairway, 

• 

^ftcr dark tiial night a man opi'n***! cautiously one of 
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the lower windows of the Land Office, crept out with 
great circumspection and disappeared in the shadows- 

One afternoon, a week after this time, Sharp lingered 
behind again after the clerks had left and the office closed. 

The next morning the first comers noticed a broad 
mark in the dust on the upstairs floor, and the same 
mark was observed below stairs near a window. 

It appeared as if some heavy and rather bulky object 
had been dragged along through the limestone dust. 
A memorandum book W'ith Harris” written on the 
flyleaf was picked up on the stairs, but nothing particu- 
lar was thought of any of these signs. 

Circulars and advertif^ments appeared for a long time 
in the papers asking for information concerning Edward 
Harris, who left his mother’s home on a certain date and 
had never been heard cf iiace. 

After a while these things were succeeded by affairs 
of more recent interest, and faded from the public mmd. 

Sharp died two years ago, respected and regretted. 
The last two years of his life were clouded with a settled 
melancholy for which his friends could assign no reason. 

The hulk of lus comfortable fortune was mode jPrenn 
the land he obtained by fraud and crime. 

The disappearance of the file was a mystery that 
created some commotion in the Land Office, but be got 
his patent. 



230 li oiling StoncH 

It is a well-known tradition in Austin and vicinity 
that there is a bnrit'd treasure of i;[rrat value somewhere 
on the hanks of Shoal Creek, uhout a mile west of flu* city. 

'rhree young men living in Austin recoTilly Ijecame 
possessed of what they thought was a clue of Ihe where- 
abouts of the treasure, and Thursday n!r;ld t!iey re- 
paired to the place after dark and phe;! the pickaxe and 
sfhorel witli great diligence for ahcnt three hours. 

At the end <jf that time their efforta were rcwanlcd hy 
the finding of a i>ox buried al>nut four feet below the 
surface, which they hastened to open. 

TThe lightof a lantern dlsclosMxI to tlwur view the fiesh- 
less bones of a human skeleton witli dothiug still wrap- 
ping its uncanny limbs. 

They immediately left the Hi'esie and notified the 
proper authoriti<»H of tlieir 

(hi closer examination, in the left breast peeked of tlie 
abeletojiks coat, there was foumi a flat, oblong packet of 
papers, cut through and through in thrre places by a 
knife blade, an<l so compleMy soaked and clotted with 
blood that it had becoirre an almost indistinguishahle 
mass. 

With the aid of a microscope and the rrercim* of a little 
Jmagittation this much can lie made out of the letters 
fift the top of the papers: 

B — X a — rip N — 2 — 92. 



QUERIES AND ANSWERS 
[From The Railing Stone, June 23, 1894.] 

Can you inform me whore I can buy an interest Sn 
a newspaper of some kind? I have sonic money and 
would be glad io invest it in something of the sort, if 
some one would allow me to put in my capital against 
his experience. College Geaduate. 

Telegrajih us your address at once, day message* 
Koej) teU^graphing every ten minutes at our expense until 
we see you. Will stjirt on first train after receiving 
your wire. 

WIio was the author of the line, ^‘Breathes there a 
man with soul so dead?’* G. F. 

This WAS written by a visitor to the State Saengerfest 
of 1892 while conversing wdth a member who had just 
eaten a large slice of limburger chceso. 

Wliere can I get tin? ‘^Testimony of the Rocks^^P 

GeOLOOISTv 

See the reports of the campaign committees after the 
dection in Novend>er, 


rieam* state what the seven w'onders of the world are. 
1 know five of them, I ihink, but can’t find out the other 
two. ScHOr^AJEU 
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The Temple of Diana, at Lexinglon, Kv. ; the Great 
Wall of China; Judge Von iloscaberg (the Culos.sus of 
Hoads) ; Ihe Hanging Gardens at Albany ; a i^an Antonio 
Sunday sthooi; Mrs. Frank Leslie, and the Populist 
party. 

What day did Christmas come on in the year lSi7? 

Ct)!»;aT.\KT liKAunn 

The 86th of December. 

What does an F. F. V. n>ean? Xcncjuant. 

What does he mean by what? If he tula-s you 1-y the 
arm and tells you how much you are lil.e a broilu r of his 
in Uichniond, he means Feel For Your for he wants 
to borrow a five. If He holds hia head high and <Ion’t 
apeak to you on the street he means tliat he ulreudy owes 
you ten and is Following a Fre.>ih Victim. 

Please deckle a bet for us. My friend says that tlic 
•lentcncc, “The negro bought the waterniclon of the 
farmer” is correct, and I say it should In* ‘‘'I'lw' m«gro 
bought the watermelon from tlm fanner.” Which is 
correct? li. 

Neither. It should read, "'Ihe negro stole the water- 
dmLob from the fanner.” 

When do tlic Texas game laws go into effect? 

IIu.vrRa, 

When you sit down at the laWe. 



maos EIVfiGBNia 
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Do yow know where I can trade a section of fine Pan- 
haniUo hind for a pair of pants with a good title? 

Land Agent. 

W<» do not. You can’t raise anything on land in 
Hint secHon. A man can always raise a dollar on a 
good pair of pants. 

Name* in onU^r the three best newspapers in Texas. 

AnVERTISliE. 

Well, th(* rialveston News runs about second, and the 
Han Antonio Kd'press third. Let ns hear from you 
again. 

lias a married woman any rights in Texas? 

l^UOSVECTOR. 

Ihi.sli, Mr. Prospector. Not quite so loud, if you 
pit a,st‘, dome up to the office some afternoon, and if 
eViTylhing seems <piiet, come inside, and look at our eye, 
nml our suspi nilers hanging on to one button, and feel 
ihe lump on tiu^ lop of our h<‘ad. Yes, she bas some 
rights of her own, and everybotly else’s she can scoop in. 

Who was the atilhor of the sayings, public office is 
a public trust, and ‘‘I would rather be riglit than 
Prt%sidenW? 

ICli Pt rlvins. 

Is tht» Lakts-ifle rmf>rov(*m(*nt (’ompany making any- 
thing out of their own town tract on thf‘ lake? 

iNdUisrnvK. 


Yes, lob. 



VOEMS 


[This anil Ihc oUht imnm that follow h r. ; < ri foimdl in 
files of The Utilihiy 8Umey hi the lion : = ) Posl^ 

scripts and in uiinu.scrapt. There are m /iv citheri;^ bttl 
these few have selected rather arbilra/ii\ . U% round oat 
this coIIectioii.J 

Tins PEWEE 

In the hush of t!ie <frowsy iifternoon, 

When the very wind on the breast of Jinie 
Lies 8eltlo<!, and hot; white tracery 
Of the shutfered s!inIi.oliti fillers free 
Through the un.stlnh'd leaves to the pieu cool 
On a dead tree Ijraiu h sings (he saddest hard 
Of liie liirds that be; 

’I'ls Hi<' lone Pewce. 

Its note is u sob, and its note is pitchecl 
In a single hey, like a soul l)ewitched 
To a mournful minstrelsy. 

^‘Pewee, Ptfwecs^' doth it. e%’er cry; 

A sad, Hweel minor ilirenody 
That threads Uie aisles of the dim Inil ;nTive 
Like a tale of a wrong or u vunisli. il ! oe; 

And the fancy comes that tin* wee dun h!'<! 

Perchance was a xnaid, and htjr heart v/.i ; . lirr^l 
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The Pewee 


By sonic lover’s rhyme 
In a i^oiclcn time, 

!And broke when the world turned false and cold; 
And her dreams grew dark and her faith grew cold 
In some fairy far-off dime. 

And her soul (M'opt into the Pcwce’s breast; 

And forever she cries with a strange unrest 
For somolhing lost, in the afternoon; 

For somelhing missed from the lavish June; 

For the heart that died in the long ago; 

For the livelong pain that pierceth so: 

Thus the Pewee cries, 

While the evening lies 
StcH'pcd in thc» languorous still sunshine, 

Rapt, to tin* h\*if and the bough and the vino 
Of some hopeless paradise* 



NOTHING TO SAY 


^‘Yoii can toll your paper,’’ the great man ijuid, 
refused an interview. 

I have nothing to say on the question, sir; 
Notlung to say to you.” 

And then lie talked till the sun went down 
And the chickens went to roost ; 

And he seiml the collar of the poor youi‘g man. 
And never his hold he loosed. 

And tlie sun went down and tlu‘ moon <Mme up* 

Am! he talked till the dawn of <lay; 

7’hongh lie said, ^'On this suhj«»et mtadloned hy you 
I have nothing whatever to say,” 

And down tlie reporter dropped to sleep 
And flat on the floor he lay; 

And the last he heard was tlu* great man’s wordi^ 
liavc nothing at all to say.” 
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THE MURDERER 


push iny boat among the reeds ; 

I sit and stare about; 

Queer slimy tilings crawl through the weeds, 
Rui to a sullen rout. 

I paddle under c\^press trees ; 

All fearfully I peer 

Tlirough 007, y cliannels when the breeze 
Comes rustling at my ear. 

^‘The long inoss hangs perpetually ; 

(Jray scalps of hurie<I years; 

Blue crabs steal out and stare at me, 

And seem to gaugt^ my fears; 

I start to h(*ar the eel swim by; 

I shudder when the crane 
Strikes at his prey; 1 turn to fly 
At drops of sudden rain. 

*‘In every lillle cry of bird 
I hear a tracking shout; 

From every sod(U‘n leaf 1 hat’s stirred 
X see a face frown out; 

My soul shakes when the water rat 
Cowed by the blue Knak(‘ flies; 

Black knots from tree holes glimmer at 
Me with accusive eyes. 



2S8I EolUng Stones 

^‘Through all the murky silence rings 
A cry not born of earth; 

An endless, deep, uneshoing thing 
That owns not lumian birth. 

I sec no colors in the sky 
Save red, as blood is red ; 

I pray to (lod to still lltai cry 
From pallid lips and dead. 

^^One spot in all that stagnant waste 
I shun as moles shun liglit. 

And turn my prow to make all haste 
To fly before the night. 

A poisonous mound hid from the sun. 
Where crabs hold revelry; 

Where eels and fishes feed upon 
The Tiling that once wm lie. 

^^At night I steal along the shore; 

Within my hut I creep; 

But awful stars blink througli tlie door, 
To hold me from my slet^f). 

The river gurgles like his tliroat, 

In little choking coves, 

And loudly dias that phantom note 
From out tlie awful groves. 

‘T! ahoul with laughter through the night: 
I rage in greatest glee ; 



The Murderer 

My fears all vanish with the light 
Oh ! splendid nights they be ! 

I see her weep ; she calls his name ; 

He answers not, nor will ; 

My soul with joy is all aflame ; i 
1 laugh, and laugh, and thrill. 

**I count her teardrops as they fall; 

I flout my daytime fears; 

I mumble thanks to God for all 
These gibes and happy jeers. 

But, when the warning dawn awakes. 

Begins my wandering; 

yVith stealthy strokes through tangled brakes, 
A wasted, frightened thing.” 



SOME POSTSCRIPTS 


TWO VORTUAITS 

•Wild hair %ing, in a iimtti'd maze. 

Hand firm as iron, eyes all ablaze ; 
Bystanders tinudly, breathlessly gaze. 

As o’er the keno board boldly he plays. 

— ^U’hat’s Texas Bill. 

Wild hair flying, in a niatte<l maze. 

Hand firm as iron, eyes all ablaze; 
Bystanders timidly, breathlessly gaze. 
As o’er the keylward hohlly he plays. 

— ^'rhat’s PaderewakL 

A CONTRIBUTION 

There came unto ye etlitor 
A poet, pale and wan. 

And at the table sate him down, 

A roll within his hand. 

lYc editor accepted it. 

And thanked his lucky fates ; 

Ye poet had to yield it up 
To a king full on eights. 
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XH£ OLD XABH 

Just now when the whitening blossoms flare 
On the apple trees and the growing grass 

Creeps forth, and a balm is in the air ; 

With my lighted pipe and well-filled glass 
Of the old farm 1 am dreaming. 

And softly smiling, seeming 
To see the bright sun beaming 
Upon the old home farm. 

And when I think how we milked the cows. 

And hauled the hay from the meadows low; 

And walketl the furrows behind the plows. 

And chopped the cotton to make it groig 
I’d much rather be here dreaming 
And smiling, only seeming 
To see the hot sun gleaming 
Upon the old home farm. 

VANITY 

A Poet sang so wondrous sweet 

That toiling thousands paused and listened long; 

So lofty, strong and noble were his themes. 

It seemed that strengtli supernal swayed his song. 

He, god-like, chided poor, weak, weeping man, 

And bade him dry his foolish, shameful tears ; 

Taught that each soul on its proud self should lean. 
And from that rampart scorn all earth-bom fears. 
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Moiling Stones 

The Poet grovolletl on a fresh heape<l mound, 

Raised o’er the clay of one he’d fon<IIy loved ; 

And cursed the world, aiul drenched the sod with tears 
And all the flimsy mockery of his precepts proved. 

THE I,CrtLABY BOY 

The lullaby boy to the same old tune 
Who abandons his drum and toys 
For the purpose of dying in early June 
Is the kind the public enjoj’s. 

But, just for a change, please sing us a song, 

Of the sore-toed boy that’s fly. 

And freckled and mean, and ugly, and bad^ 

And positively will not die. 

CHANSON BE BOHEMK 

'Lives of great men all reviind u$ 

Rose is red and violet's blue; 

Johnny's got his gun behind us 
'Cause the lamb loved Mary too, 

— Robert Burns’ “Hocht Time in the aud Town.” 

I’d rather write this, as bad as it is 
Than be Will Shakespeare’s sltade; 

I’d rather be known as an F. F. V. 

Than in Mount Vernon laid. 

I’d rather count ti<*8 from Denver to Troy 
Tiian to head Booth’s old programme ; 

I’d rather be special for the New York World 
Than to lie with Abraham. 
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^^Ikey, this is imme vater from Waco, come to visit me. Bring us 
%wo goot dinners und der dice-box” 

(On^ of The "BolHng Stone 
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For there^B stuff in the can^ there's Dolly arid Fan, 
And a hundred things to choose; 

TJiere's a hiss in the ring, and every old thing 
That a real live man can use. 

Pd rather fight flics in a boarding house 
Than fill Napoleon’s grave, 

'And snuggle up warm in my three slat be!4 
Than be Andre the brave. 

I’d rather distribute a coat of red 
On the town with a wad of douglx 
*Juat now, than to have my cognomen 
SiK^led ^^Michael Angelo.” 

For a small live man, if he*s prompt on Jiarid 
Whejt the good things pass around. 

While the rcorhVs on tap has a better snap 
Than a big man mider ground. 

XrARI) TO FOEOKT 

I’m thinking to-night of the old farm, Ned, 

And my heart is heavy and sad 
As I think of the days that by have fled 
Since I was a little lad. 

There rises before me each spot I know 
Of the old home in the dell, 

JThe fields, and woods, and meadows below; 

That memory holds so welL 



2M Rolling Stones 

JThe city is pleasant and lively, Ned, 

But what to us is its charm? 

JTo-night all my thoughts are fixed, instead. 

On our childhood’s old home farm. 

I haow you are thinking the same, dear Ned, 

With your head bowed on your arm, 
i*or to-morrow at four we’U be jerked out of bed 
3^0 plow; on that darned old f arm» 



DROP A TEAR IN THIS SEDt? 


He who, when torrid Summer’s sickly glare 
Beat down upon the city’s parched walls. 

Sat him within a room scarce 8 by 9, 

And, with tongue hanging out and panting breatti^ 
Perspiring, pierced by pangs of prickly hcal^ 
Wrote variations of the seaside joke 
We all do know and always loved so well, 

'And of cool breezes and sweet girls that lay 
In shady nooks, and pleasant windy coves 
Anon 

Will in that self-same room, with tattered quilt 
Wrapped round him, and blue stiffening hands. 

All shivering, fireless, pinched by winter’s blasts. 
Will hale us forth upon the rounds once more. 

So tliat we may expect it not in vain. 

The joke of how with curses deep and coarse 
Papa puts up the pipe of parlor stove. 

So ye 

Who greet with tears this olden favorite. 

Drop one for him who, though he strives to plesi^ 
Must write about the things he never sees 



TAMALES 


This is the Mexican 
Don Jose Calderon 
One of God’s countrymen. 
Land of the buzzard. 
Cheap silver dollar, and 
Cacti and murderers. 

Why has he left his land 
Land of the lazy man, 
Land of the pulque 
Land of the bull fight, 
Fleas and revolution* 

This is the reason, 

Hark to the wherefore ; 
Listen and tremble. 

One of his ancestors. 
Ancient and garlicky. 
Probably grandfather. 
Died with his boots on. 
Killed by the Texans, 
Texans with big guns. 

At San Jacinto. 

Died without benefit 
Df priest or clergy; 
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Tamales 


Died full of niinie balls. 
Mescal and pepper. 

Don Jos5 Calderon 
Heard of the tragedy. 
Heard of it, thought of it. 
Vowed a deep vengeance; 
Vowed retribution 
On the Americans, 
Murderous gringos, 
I'ispecially Texans. 

“Valga me Dios ! que 
Lad rones, diablos, 
Matadores, mentidores, 
Caraccos y perros, 

Voy a matarles, 

Con solos mis manos, 
Toilitas sin falta.” 

'I'hus swore the Hidalgo 
Don Jos6 Calderon. 

He hied him to Austin. 
Bought him a basket, 

A barrel of pepper, 

And another of garlic; 

Also a rope he bought. 

That was his stock in trade; 
Nothing else had he. 

Nor was he rated in 



RolUnff Stones 

Dun or in Bradstreet, 

Thougti he meant business, 
Don Jos^ Calderon, 

Champion of Mexico, 

Don Josd Calderon, 

Seeker of vengeance. 

With his stout lariat. 

Then he caught swiftly 
Tomcats and puppy dogs, 
Cauglit them and cooked them, 
Don Jos4 Calderon, 

Vower of vengeance. 

Now on the sidewalk 
Sits the avenger 
Selling Tamales to 
Innocent purchasers. 

Dire is thy vengeance. 

Oh, Josi* Calderon, 

Pitiless Nemesis 
Pearful Uc<lresser 
Of tljc wrongs done to thy 
Sainted gramlfather. 

Now the doomed Texans, 
Rashly hilarious. 

Buy of the dca<lly wares. 

Buy and devour. 

Rounders at midnight, 



Tamales 
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Citizens solid, 

Bankers and newsboys, 
Bootblacks and preachers, 
Rashly importunaiv, 

( 'on r t i n PC des t r uc lioiu 
Buy and devour. 

Beautiful maidens 
Buy and devour, 

(lenlle society youths 
Buy and devour. 

Buy and devour 

'I'his thinp^ called Tamale; 

Made of rut terrier, 

Spitz dope and poodle. 
Maltese cat, boarding house 
Sti'ak arid red pepper. 
(Jarlic and tallow, 

('urn meal and shucks. 

Buy it bout shnine 
Sit on situ'e steps and eat, 
Starul on (he street and eat, 
Uhle on the ears and eat, 

St Having the shucks around 
Over creation. 

Dire Is thy v(‘ngeancc. 

D<»n Jose Cald<‘ron. 

For the slight thing wc did 
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Killinp^ Hiy granclfnther. 
What hoots It if wo killod 
Only ono ^roasor, 

Don Joso C'aUloron? 

This is your deop rovongo, 
You !iavo greased all of us, 
Greased a whole nation 
With your Tamales, 

Don Jose Calderon* 

Santos Esperiton, 

Vincente C’amillo, 

(^uitana do Hios, 

Be Rosa y UilxTa# 



LETTERS 


ttcr to Mr. caimnn Hall, O. Henry’s friend and Associate 
r of Ex'fryhodtf's Mat/azim,] 

.vutuiu llcmd — Sundj. 

onr nir. hall: 

vnur (udohor K’bodys’ i read a story in which i 
ed some sentences as follows: 

)ay in, tlay out, day in, day out, day in, day out, 
,n, day out, <Iay in, day out, it had rained, rained, 
rained and rained & rained & rained & rained & 
d till the nuninlains loomed like a chunk of rooined 
ir 

i<i the other one was: “i don’*t keer wliether you are 
i^otal or not,’’ she cried, ^‘You’re alive! You’re 
! You’re alive! You’re alive! You’re alive! 

re alive! You’re alive! YouVe alive! Y'ou’re 

! You’re alive! You’re alive! Y'ou’rc alive! 

re alive! You’re alive! You’re alive! You’re 

!” 

hough! she would never stop saying it, on and on 
m luul on and on and on and on and on and on and 
(I on Hiul on. ^"You’re alive ! You’re alive ! You’re 
! You’re alive 1 You’re alive! You’re alive! 

re AldVE! 

ou’rt! alive! You’re alive! You’re alive! You’re 
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alive ! You’re alive ! You’re alive ! You’re alive ^ 
You’re ALIVE! 

“YOU’RE ALIVE!” 

Say, bill ; do you get this at a rate, or does every wor^ 
go?' 

i want to tnow, because if the latter is right i’m goini? 
to interduce in compositions some histerical persojx*^ 
ages that will loom up large as repeeters when the wordti^ 
are counted up at the polls. 

Yours truly 
0. henry 
^8 West 26th 
W^st of broadway 

Mr. hall, 
part editor 
of everybody’s. 


Kyntoekkeeyough Ranch, November 81, 1888. 

[Letter to Mrs. Hall, a friend back in North Carolina. This 
one of the earliest letters found.] 

Dear Mrs, Hall: 

As I have not heard from you since the shout you gave*? 
when you set out from the station on your way home* 
I guess you have not received some seven or eight let--* 
ters from me, and hence your silence. The mails are so 
unreliable that they may all have been lost. If you don^ t 
get this you had better send to Washington and get them 
to look over the dead letter office for the others. I have* 
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nothing to tell you of any interest, except that we all 
nearly froze* to doalhlast night, thermometer away below 
02 degrees in the shade all night. 

You ought by all means to come back to Texas this 
winter ; you would love it more and more ; that same little 
bre(‘ze that: you looked for so anxiously last summer is 
with us now, as cold as Callum Bros, suppose their soda 
water to he. 

My sheep are doing finely; they never were in better 
eomlition. ''they give me very little trouble, for I have 
never Ih'i II nlilt* to see one of them 3 X‘t. I will proceed to 
give you all the news about this ranch. Dick has got his 
iu*w Imnse well un<ler way, the p(‘t lamb is doing finely, 
and 1 take tlie cake for cooking mutton steak and fine 
gravy. ^Ihe e!u<'k(‘ns are doing mighty well, the garden 
produces magnific(‘nt. prickly pears and grass ; onions are 
worth two for five cents, and 3Ir. Haynes has shot a 
Mexican. 

lM<‘a.se .send by exfiress to this ranch 75 cooks and 200 
washwomen, blind or wooden legged ones perferred. The 
eliinntt* has a iend<*ncy to make them walk off every two 
or tliree <Iays, wliieh must be overcome. Ed Brockman 
has quit the store and I think is going to work for Lee 
among tla* cows. Wc'nrs a red sash and swears so flu- 
ently that he ha.s l>een mistaken often for a member of the 
''IVxas Legislature. 

If you see Dr. Beall bow to him for me, politely but 
distantly ; he refuses to waste a line upon mo. I suppose 
he is too much engaged in courting to write any letters. 
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Give Dr. Hall my profoundesfc regards. I think about 
him invariably whenever he is occupying my thoughts. 

Influenced by the contents of the IUt(jh\ tht re is an 
impression general at tins ranch that yon are president, 
secretary, and commiltee, &Cm of the various associations 
of fruit fairs, sewing societies, church fairs, I^ashytery, 
general assembly, conference, medical conventions, and 
baby shows that go to make up tlie glory and rc^nown of 
North Carolina in general, and while I !u*nrtily congratu- 
late the aforesaid institutions on their having such a 
zealous and efficient officer, I tremble lest their retpure- 
ments leave you not time to favor me with a letter in 
reply to this, ami assure you that if you would so honor 
me I would highly appreciate the tdlort. I wouhl rather 
have a good long let tiT fnmi you than many In 

your letter be certain to refer as much as [mssihh* to the 
advantages of civilized life over the barhartms ; ytm might 
mention the tlientres you see there, th<‘ nice things you 
eat, warm fires, niggers to cook and bring in w'ooil; a 
special reference to nice beef-steak would lie ativisable. 
You know our lieing remimled of these luxuries «iHkt*s m 
contented and happy* When w’e hear of you people at 
home eating turkeys an<l mince pies ami getting drunk 
Christmas and having a fine time gtmeraily we hec<nne 
more and more reconciUnl to this country and would not 
leave it for anything* 

I must close now ns I must go and dress for t!ie opera* 
Write soon. Yours very truly, 

w. s. ro»TK». 
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TO DR. W. P. BEALL 

{ Dr. lU'all, of CSrcenshoro, N. C., was one of young Porter’s dear- 
est frienils. iU*lween them there was an almost regular corre- 
spondence (luring Porter's first years in Texas, 

La Sali.k County, Texas, December 8, 1883. 

Jhvir Doctor: I send you a play — a regular high art 
full orchestra, gilt-ctiged drama. I send it to you be- 
cause of old actjuaintance and as a revival of old associa- 
tions* Wa.s I not ever ready in times gone by to gener- 
ously furnish a .spatula and other assistance when you 
did buy the succulent watermelon? And was it not by 
my connivance and help that you did oft from the gentle 
Oscar Mayo skate.s entice? Kut I digress. I think that 
I have so eoiu’caled the identity of the characters intro- 
duced that no om* will he able to jdacc them, as they all 
appear imdtT fictitious names, although I admit that 
many of tin* incidents and scenes were suggested by ac- 
tual experiences of the author in your city. 

You will, of course, introduce the play upon the stage 
if proper arrangements cun be made. I have not yet had 
an opportunity of ascertaining whether Edwin Booth, 
John MeC’ullough or TLnry Irving can be secured. 
IIowcviT, I will leave all such matters to your judg- 
ment and taste. Some few suggestions I will make 
with regard to the mounting of the piece which may be 
of value to you. Di.scrimination will be necessary in 
selecting a fit person to represent the character of Bill 
Slax, the tramp. The part is that of a youth of great 
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beauty and noble manners, temporarily under a cloud, 
and is generally rather <liineult to fill properly. The 
other minor characters, such as dnnifools, citi'/ens, po- 
lice, customers, countrymen, &c., can he very easily sup- 
plied, especially the first. 

Let it he announced in the Patriot for several <lnys 
that in front of Benimw Hall, at a ceriain hcmr, a man 
will walk a tight rope seventy ft*et fr<nti the ground who 
has never made the attempt before; that the exhibition 
will he FUKF4, and that tluMuhis nref20 to 1 that the man 
wdll he killed. A large cro\v<l will gather, 'riien let the 
Guilford Grays charge <me sale, lli<‘ lleidHville Light In- 
fantry the other, with fixed hayomds, and a man \vith a 
hat commence taking up a collection in the rear. Hy 
this means they can he readily tlriven into the hall ami 
the door lockt*d. 

I have .stut!ie<l a long time ahout; tievising a plan for 
obtaining })ay from the audience and have finally struck 
upon the only feasilde <me I think. 

After the performance let s(»me one come out on the 
stage and announce that James Iwjrhls will speak Uvo 
hours. The result, easily explainable hy philosophical 
and j)sychologicaI reasons, will I>e ns follows : 'rhe minds 
of the audience, elate<l and iiispire<! hy tin* ht>pt* of imme- 
diate departure when confrontetl hy such a terror in- 
spiring and dismal prospect, wilt collapse with the fearful 
reaction which will take place, and for a space of time 
they will remain in a kind of comatose, farewell vnin- 
world condition. Now, ns this is the time when the in- 
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torost of Ihc evouing is at its highest pitch, let the mel- 
otiious si rains of llie orchestra steal forth as a commit- 
tee appuinled by the managers of law3'ers, druggists, 
tloetors, ami revenue oHieers, go around and relieve the 
audience of Hie price of admission for each one. Where 
one persiiu iias no money let it be made up from another, 
but on no account let the whole sum taken he more than 
the jusl amount at usual rales. 

As I said befori', Ihe characters in the play are purely 
imaginary, and therefore not lo be confounded with real 
persons. Hut lest any one, feeling some of the idiosyn- 
crasies and cliaraclerislics ajiply too forcibly to his own 
high moral ami irreproachable self, should allow his war- 
like and comlialivc spirits to arise, you might as you go, 
kind of euMially like, produce the impression that I rarely 
miss my nhi h'uIi a (’oil’s forty-live, but if that does not 
have the elVeel of tpiieling the splenetic individual, and 
he still thirsts for Hill Shi-v’s gore, just inform him that 
if In- comes out here he can’t get any whisl ey within two 
«iays’ journey of my present abode, and water will have 
to be Ids only beverage while on the warpath. This, I 
am sure, wtl! avert the bloody and direful conflict. 

Accept my busting regards and professions of respect. 

Ever yours, 

Biix StAX. 


TO im. w, P. UKAT-t, 

Ml/ Ih'tir Unctor: I wish you a happy, &c., and all 
that sort of thing, don’t you know, &c., &c. I send you a 
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few little proclactionH in the way of poetry, &e., which, of 
course, were struck off in an idle moment, S<»nje of the 
pictures are !iot ^ood likenesses, and so I have iriol laludled 
them, wliich you may do as fast { as | ycm discover whom 
they represent, as some of thein resemble olhi-rs more 
than themselves, but the poems are jL^oo<l willitjui excep- 
tion, and will compare favorably with Hanju Alfred’s 
latest on spriii/^, 

I have just come from a hunt, in which I mortally 
wounded a wild ho<^, and as my Iwjots are full thorns I 
can't write any lon/^er than this paper will eotilain, for 
it's all Tve got, because Tm to<» tire<I to write any more 
for the reason that I have no news to tell. 

I see by the Pairiat that you art* Superintendt‘tit of 
Public Ilwdth, and assure you that all sueli upward rise 
as you make like that will t*ver !m* wilm*ssed with interest 
and pl<*ast!re hy me, K'c., K‘C. (five my regards to Dr. 
and IMrs. Hall. It would be imtamiplimeni nr v It) ycnir 
powTrs of p<‘reeption as well as superflmnis to say that I 
will now close arid remain, yours truly, 

W. S. IhuiTi.a. 

r.KTTKIl TO I>tt. W. V. llUAt.t. 

La Sat.i.k C'ountv, Texas, Febrnary 27, !HH k 

^fl/ Dear Doctor: Your appreciated epidle t)f the 
18th received. I was very gbui to hear frotn you. ! lujpe 
to hear again if such irrelevant corresptmdcncc will not 
interfere with your (hdies ns Ihdilie !It‘alth ICrndlcator, 
which I believe is the office you hold under tumnty au- 
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thority. I supposed the very dramatic Shakespearian 
oonu'dy U) ije I he last, as I heard nothing from you previ- 
ous lu'fore sour letter, and was about to write another of 
a more e\eiling oharaeter, introducing several bloody 
single eonihaLs, a dynamite explosion, a ladies^ oyster 
supper for eharilable purposes, &c., also comprising 
some mysierious sub rosa transactions known only to 
myst'lf hikI a select few, iU‘W songs and dances, and the 
(Jreenshorn looker C’luh. Having picked up a few points 
myself relalive to this latter amusement, I feel compe- 
tent to give a lueid, glhteriiig portrait of the scenes pre- 
sent(‘d under its auspices. But if the former drama has 
rea<'hetl you safi‘ly, I will refrain from burdening you 
any mor<’ with the labors of general stage manager, &c. 

If hmg hair, part of a sombrero, Mexican spurs, &c., 
W'ould male a fidlow famous, I already occupy a topmost 
niehe in Hu* Tianplt* Frame. If my wild, untamed aspect 
had not le en rounteraeietl hy my well-known benevolent 
ami uml.'iljleexpn ssion of countenance, I would have been 
arrestnl luig ago liy the Bangers on general suspicions 
of murder nml horse st«*a!ing. In fact, I owe all my pres- 
ent mean i of lu/pihrious living to my desperate and blood- 
thirsf y nppjairam’e, eomliined with the confident and easy 
way in whieh I tnekh’ a Winchester rifle. There is a 
gtaitleman who lives about fifteen miles from the ranch, 
who ftir ?uuusenHUil and recreation, and not altogether 
without an **>'<• to the profit, keeps a general merchandise 
utore* 'ritis gent, for the first; few months has been try- 
hig very earnestly to sell me a little paper, which I would 
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like much to have, })ut am not anxious to ptirchasi*. Saul 
paper is my account, rccciphah Occasionrilly lie Is nh- 
«cnt, and the welctmio news coming; to niy *‘ar, I rntninl my 
jSory boss and gallop wiKlIy up to the s!on\ mitu* with 
something of the sang froid, grace, almndnn and re- 
cherche nonchalance with which ('harlcs V;di‘s ijshcrs 
ladies and gentlemen to their seats in lie* op> ra linuse, 
and, nervously fingering my butcher knife, fl rcily de- 
matui goods and chattels of tlu* cUrk, 'I'l 's plan al- 
ways succt*cds, This Is In* way of exjilan.*' ! I ti fif this 
vast, and unnecessary stulioiu*ry td wld^h tV’^ l lti r is 
compostal. I am always in too big a htirry i * d* imr at 
kind an<l (juality, Imt when I g<'t to Imvu 1 u !d v\ r!li* yfui 
on small gilt-edgctl pnp«T that would suit lani t]je fas- 
tidious and discriminating taste <if a I.egan. 

Wlu*n I get to the eity, whii'h will la* s!; /’!!y, f will 
send you stnue a<‘couut this country am! il ^ Inmati s, 
You are right, I have almost forgotten wlaal n regular 
old, gum-clu'wing, icecream <Iesl rosing, npera ti<‘ket 
vortex, ivory clawing girl hmks like. I,a .t . mincer a very 
fair specimen of this kind rnnge<i over ailam! I Snetl, 
and I used to rule over twice a wc-i k on m i 11 d lys luid 
chew the end of my riding whif> while she ‘'Shual un the 
Bridg<‘’'*' and ‘‘(withered up Shells on the Sea Shore*' nrul 
wore the **(foldi*n Sli[ipers.*’ Hut slie has vumoosetl, 
and my idea.s on the subject are again growim^ t!im. 

If you see anyhociy about to start to \n ; to live, 
especially to this part, if you will take your ieulpyoiiler 
and sever the jugular vein, cut the hraehii^pod arti-ry and 
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hanislrin^,^ him, after he knows what you have done for 
him lu* will rise and call you blessed. This country is a 
silent but ehuiuent refutation of Hob IngcrsolPs theory; 
a man lu re gets prematurely insane, melancholy and 
uriri liable and finally <lies of lead poisoning, in his boots, 
while in a good old land like Greensboro a man can die, as 
tlK‘y do every day, with all the kmefits of the clergy. 

W. S. Porter. 

Aitstik, Texas, April 21, 1886. 

Dear Dare: I take my pen in hand to let you know 
lhat 1 am wi ll, and hope these few lines will find you as 
Well as can be expected. 

I <\’irrle<l out your parting injunction of a floral nature 
with /ill the solemnity and sacredne.ss that I would have 
liestowed nfion a <lylng man’s last request. Promptly at 
Itair jmst ihne I repaired to the robbers’ den, commonly 
known as Ihuhims Horticultural and Vegetable Einpo- 
riinu, and .seeun^d the higlnprieed ofrerlngs, according to 
prtonise. I /isked If the bouquets were ready, and the 
pulile hut plratlc/d gt^ntleman in charge imintccl proudly 
to two ohjrets on the counter reposing in a couple of 
vast'M, and said they were. 

I then lohl him I feared there was some mistake, as no 
Imttotdujle liompiets had lieen ordered, but he insisted 
on his former dtadaraiion, and so I brought them away 
and sent them to their respective destinations. 

I thougdit it a pity to spoil a good deck of cards by 
tn!/mg out only one, so I bundled up the whole deck, and 
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inserted them in the boiuiuet, hut finally cnnfluded it 
would not be right to violet (dOKlC) my pnmusi* niul I 
rofiC (JOKE) superior to such n mean trick ami sent 
only one us chrecteiL 

I have a liolulay to ilay, as it is San Jacinto day. 
Thermopylae had its messenger <d defeat, Imt the Alamo 
had none. Mr. President and hlhnv citi/.ens, ilurse glori- 
ous heroe.s who fell for their eountry <m tlie hiotjdy fieltl 
of Sun ffacinto, etc. 

There is u huxaur ((J^night In the rt‘j>resenta! ives^ hull. 
You people out In (’oloriuhi dtnft know anythujg. A 
baxunr is cedar and tacks and girls and raw cake ami 
step-ladders ami Austin ({rav'^ ami a hnss solt* hy Hill 
Stacy, and md profits 

Albert: has got his new uniform ami A!f rtille is in 
town, and the st<in‘ needs the ‘‘■fine Italiiui hand’’ of tlie 
bookkeeper very nmclu besides .H<nne of In’* plain Anglo- 
Saxon conversation. 

Was interview<‘<l yesterday by Ciend Smith, (*lny^s 
father. lie wafits Jim S. ami me to represent n manu- 
factory in tfeir, {’ity : (kmvict lalwir. Says parties in 
Galveston and Houston are making good tliing of it. 
Have taken him up. Hope to be at work soon, (ilad, 
by jingo! Shake, Wham ytm have? C’lartt and 
sugar? Better ecnne Imine. (’olorntlo no gtnai. 

Strange thing happened in Efusc'opid Clutrch Sunday. 
Big crowd, (’hoir hud sung jolly time am! pnau her 
come from Iwhiml scc*«e.s. Everything quiet, Smiderily 
fellow comes down aisle, l.aie. Everybody hjoks. 
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Disiippoinimotih It is a stranger. Jones and I didn’t 
rviro proomis. 

Joiu‘s iulLs aluivit liis mashes and Mirabeau B. Lamar, 
(lallv. ^ et IluTf is hope. Cholera infantum; Walsh’s 
eruteh ; 1 larvi’v, or softening of tlie brain may carry him 
of!* yeh 

Soeieiy Jiotes are f(*w. Bill Stacey is undecided where 
to spend the summer. Ihmry Harrison will resort at 
W nyland and ('risers. Charlie (^ook will not go near a 
watering if he can help il. 

If you tltm’t strike a good thing out West, I hope we 
will see yem soon. Yours as ever, 

W. S. P, 

Atthtix, Texas, April 28, 1885. 

I received your letter in answer to mine, 
whieh ycMi nevi r g<»t till someliiue after you had written. 

I .snntrh a few moun’ids from my arduous labors to 
ri’ply, 'Fla* Coloradii has Inam on the biggest boom I have 
seen sinre Mi). In the pyroteehnieal and not strictly 
graiutnul icai language <if the Statesman — ‘‘The cruel, 
devastating thaal swept, on a dreatlful holoeaust of sw'ol- 
leii, turbid waii-rs, surging luul dashing in mad fury which 
have lu-vt r beetj equalled in human history. A pitiable 
sight was seen the m<»rning after the flood. Six Imndred 
men, out of employnaail, were seen standing on llie hanks 
of the river, ga/ing al the rushing stream, huhai with 
debris of every <leseriptIon, A wealthy New York 
Banker, who whs present, noticing ih<* forlorn appear- 
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ance of ihest* mon, at cmoe Ih‘*;ho to ct^ilorl n sub^cr’lp- 
tion for ihoiu, n|jju*nnn*j in t«Tins fur hrlp f(»r 

those poor sufIVrers hy the lit* mlljrhul one 

dollar, and five liorn hut tons. Th<* dollar hi^ Irul ^iven 
himself. He Iearne<I on Inquiry that \\\vm‘ UM-n h;ul not 
hoeu at any employment in sik years, and all iluy had 
lost by the tlood was a few fishing ptdes. 'rim Banker 
put his dollar in Ins pocket and stepped up t(i the IVarl 
Saloon. 

As you win seehy this nu>rnln«,''s pajier, flu-re i< to In? 
a minstrel show next Wednesday for Inuefit of Austin 
Crays. 

I attended the rehearsal last nii'ht, hut am hrfhu- this 
nionunijj, and the elector tliinks I will puli throU'di uith 
careful allenllon. 

The jt)kes are mostly inihlewed, roekrlhhid, .and au” 
dent as the sun. 1 can ^ive you no heth-r of the 
lout enstanhle ami sine die of the atrair than lo >lalr that 
Seuddy is to sln/^ a song. . . , 

Mrs. Harrell lu'ought a lot of crystnl!i/ef! fruits fvtm 
New Orleans fta* you. She wants to know l{ .hr shall 
send tliem around on Bois cBarc or keep thriu ’til yon 
return. Answer. 

Write to your father. He thinks you are leaving him 
out, writing to everybody else first. Write, 

We have tlie boss triek here now. Haie st>ld alaitit 
ten boxes of cigars Iietiing on it In the Mtons 

Take four nickels, nml solder them so the 

solder will not appear. Then cut out of Ihne of them a 



Letters 


265 


.sqiinrt* hole like this: (Illustration,) Take about 
t wfivc oilu‘r uic'kels, and on top of them jou lay a small 
dit* wiih i!ie sIk up, that will fit easily in the hole with' 
«mt notired. You lay the four nickels over this, 

am! all jirr^ients the a}>pearance of a stack of nickels. 
Vnii do all Ihis privately so everybody will suppose it is 
but n alack of live-cent pieces. You then lay 
allot h r small tlie on top of the stack with the ace up. 
Von have a siunil tin cup shaped like this (Illustration) 
inatic for tlic purpose. You let everybody see the ace, 
and then say you propose to turn the ace into a six. 
^‘ou lay the tin cup carefuHy over the stack this way, 
and fi t I around in your pocket for a pencil and not find- 
in*; tuic. 

(^rhe rest of Ihis Idler is lost) 

Austin, '^IVxas, May 10, 1886. 

Ih^ar I rcceivcil your two letters and have com- 

riitiiceil two til* tlnvc in reply, hut always failed to say 
VI hat I wanii fi lo, ami desi royed them all. I heard from 
Joe that yon wtniit! probably remain in Colorado. I 
luqie ytui will succei’d in iimkin/^ a good thing out of It, if 
you com iudt* to «io so, hut would like to see you back 
n*;alu in An lln. If there Is anything I can do for you 
lit r*\ let UK* know. 

J'ovvn is fearfully <lull, except for tlie frequent raids of 
the ServHui (Jirl Atmihiiafors, who make things lively 
during the dead hours of the night; if it were not for 
them, \hiiu of iutere.st would be very scarce, as you may 
se<’ by tlie .Stuti’^maru 
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Our seronncling party has dcvoUipcti new anti alarming 
mtuies uf tt)rturc for our ImlpUss nuiI ,s!et piog 
Las! Thursday night wo hnuiod up a stuall tu'gati on a 
hack ami with our other usual iiist numads made an as- 
sault upon I ho <juiot air of midnight that luiuh* tho ut- 
mosphoro (uni paU\ 

After going tho rounds wo wore hnllr*! on tho Avonuo 
by Fritz Harlkopf ami ordorod into Ids saltffh Wo worifc 
in, oarrying tho organ, oto. A Inrgt* orovid of hums itn- 
inodiatoly gathorod, jjrcnuinont nint^ng whloh, won* to lie 
soon Porov Jnmos, Thoodoro Ilillvor, Uaiidtdpli Uur- 
momh tiliarlio Ilioks, and afh*r partaking frooly of loin- 
onado wo worulod our way down, and Wi ro tiuly linlU d and 
troatod in tho sumo luannor by othor ho^jdtahlo gontlo- 
inon. 

We wor<* callod in at sovoral plaoiw whilo wit 
and chanipagno, Hhoin Wino, oto., IhrAtil in n most, 
joyous and hilarioUH nmnnor. It Wiu emo of tho 
most roohorohv* and por <!tom atrairs t‘Vrr kmoui iri 
tho oily. Nolhing oocurrod to mar tho pha sure of 
tho liour, <*Noopt a trilling inoith-nt thtt nd«dd !h* 
construed oh malapropos ami [mst meridian by tho 
hypororit ioah (’harles Hints on attompting to 

introduoo Mr. (’hurlos Iliok.s and ymtr humhlo st-rvant 
to young Inilios, whoro wo had boon invit od insiih% 
forgot our names nrut rotjulrod to ho informod on the 
subject boforo procmJing. 

Yotfrs 

W. S. V. 
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Austin, Texas, December 22, 1885. 

Dear Dave: Everything wept at your departure. 
Especially the clouds. Last night the clouds had a silver 
lining, three dollars and a half’s worth. I fulfilled your 
engagement in grand, tout ensemble style, but there is a 
sad bon jour look about the thirty-eight cents left in my 
vest pocket that would make a hired man weep. All day 
long tlie heavens wept, and the heavy, sombre clouds went 
drifting about over head, and the north wind howled in 
maniacal derision, and the hack drivers danced on the 
pavements in wild, fierce glee, for they knew too well what 
the stormy day betokened. The hack was to call for me 
at eight. At five minutes to eight I went upstairs and 
dressed in my usual bijou and operatic style, and rolled 
away to the opera. Emma sang finely. I applauded at 
the wTong times, and praised her rendering of the chro- 
matic scale when she was performing on “c” flat andante 
pianissimo, but otherwise the occasion passed off without 
anything to mar the joyousness of the hour. Everybody 
was there. Isidor Moses and John Ireland, and Fritz 
Hartkopf and Prof. Herzog and Bill Stacy and all the 
bong ton elight. You will recei%'e a draft to-day through 
the First National Bank of Colorado for $3.65, which 
you will please honor. 

There is no news, or there are no news, cither you 
like to tell. Lavaca Street is very happy and quiet and 
enjoys life, for Jones was sat on by his Uncle Wash and 
feels humble and don’t sing any more, and the spirit of 
peace and repose broods over its halls. Martha rings 
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the matin bell, it seems to me before cock crow or ere the 
first faint streaks of dawn are limned in the eastern sky 
by the rosy fingers of Aurora. At noon the foul ogre 
cribbage stalks rampant, and seven-up for dim, distant 
oysters that only the eye of faith can see. 

The hour grows late. The clock strikes I Another 
day has vanished. Gone into the dim recesses of the 
past, leaving its record of misspent hours, false hopes, 
and disappointed expectations. May a morrow dawn 
that will bring recompense and requital for the sorrows 
of the days gone by, and a new order of things when there 
will be more starch in cuff and collar, and less in handker- 
chiefs. 

Come with me out into the starlight night. So calm, 
so serene, ye lights of heaven, so high above earth so 
pure and majestic and mysterious ; looking down on the 
mad struggle of life here below, is there no pity in your 
never closing eyes for us mortals on which you shine? 

Come with me on to the bridge. Ah, see there, far 
below, the dark, turbid stream. Rushing and whirling 
and eddying under the dark pillars with ghostly murmur 
and siren whisper. What shall we find in your depths? 
The stars do not reflect themselves in your waters, they 
are too dark and troubled and swift! What shall we 
find in your depths ? Rest ? — Peace ? — catfish ? Who 
knows ? ’Tis but a moment. A leap 1 A plunge ! — and 
— then oblivion or another world? Who can tell? A 
man once dived into your depths and brought up a 
horse collar and a hoop-skirt. Ah ! what do we know of 
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th<‘ iK'yoiul? Wo know that death conics, and wo return 
no more to our world of trouble and care — but W’hcre 
do we I'n? Arc« there Iniuls where no traveler has been? 
A chaos [UTliaps wliere no iuinian foot has trod — 
perhaps Hnsl rop • perliaps New Jersey ! Who knows? 
Wi uTt* do go who are in McDadc? Do they go 

where tht*y have to fare worse? They cannot go where 
they ha\t‘ worse fare! 

Let U'> leave t!ie river. The night, grows cold. We 
eoulil not pieree the future or pay the toll. Como, the 
i<*e faettjrv Is desertet!! No one sees us. My partner, 
W. I*. Anderstm, will lu^ver destroy hiinsclf. Why? His 
eri'dd is gniul. No <»ne will sue u side-partner of mine! 

Viui have lu‘ard of a brook niunnurlng, but you never 
kni’vv a st*\vi‘r sight d! But. we digress! Wo will no 
longiT pursue n side issue like thi.s. Au rovoir. I will 
see you later. Yotirs truly, 

WILLIAM SHAKMSPLAUIC INdOMAll JUNIUS 
HUrid S LAI IddPL SIX-HANDKD KUCIIllE 
(iltoVKU ( I.i;VKI,ANI) HILL CITY QUAR- 
TVrVTl) Joli.NSON. 


AN KAHLY PAilABLL 

In one of Ins i.Mrly lellt rs, v\ritleu from Austin, 0* 
Heftrv wrote a hujg pnrahle that was evidently to tell 
hi *4 eorn^spondeut s<nne of the local gt»sslp. Here it is: 

{ )iu e upon a \ ime there wn.v a maiden in a land not far 
uwav - a mniih !i of mueh beauty and rare accomplish- 
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meiits. She was beloved hr all cm arrniint of her good- 
ness of heart, and her nmny charms of di'.j'O'.itirjn. Her 
father was a great lord, rich and powerfuK ntul a iniglUy 
man, and he loved his daughter nith ewet'tlin ; hive, 

and he cared for her with jealous and lovirt*^ u itcliful- 
ness, lest any harm should iH'fall lur, or ent n the least 
discomfort should nmr her happiness and cause any 
trouhle in her smooth and peaceful life. 'The cunntng- 
est masters were engaged to tench her from ht*r youngest 
days; she played upon the harpsichord the lowHcht and 
sweetest music ; she wrought fancy work in divers strange 
and wonderful forms that might pur/le all beholders a# 
to what inuruKT of things they might hv\ she sung; and 
all listeners hearkened thereunto, as to the voice of an 
angel; she danced stately minuets with the gay knighti 
as graceful as a <}iieen and as light as the t hi tiedown 
borne above the clover blossoms by the wind; she could 
paint upon china, rare and unknown flowe rs the like unto 
wdiich man never saw in colors, crimson nrul lilm^ and yel 
low, glorious to iK’hold; slie conversed in unknown 
tongues wlicTeof no man knew the meaning and si*nsc; 
and created wild adtniration in nil, by the ease and grace 
with which slic did play upon a new and strange instru- 
ment of wondrous sound and structure which rlu* enUed a 
banjo. 

She had gone Into a strange land, far aw*ny hevoxul the 
rivers that flowed tlirougli her fatherks dominion far- 
th(‘r than one could see from the highest castle t«»wfr - 
up into the land of ice anti snow, where w ise men, fniimui 
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ftir li\'irn!n;x nrui nneient loro ha<l gathered together from 
Ilian V laiuls uni! o<»untries ilie daughters of groat men. 
Kings and powerful rulers, railroad men, bankers, miglity 
men uho u i>hed to bring up their ehildren to be wise and 
•»ersed in all Uiings oUl niul new. Here, the Princess 
abculo for many seasons, and she sat at the feet of old 
wise m»‘n, who eould tell of the worhl's birth, and the 
star 4, and read the meaning of tlie forms of the rocks 
ilud niah<‘ the high mountains and knew the history of 
all erenUnl things that are; and here she learned to speak 
strange tongues, and studied the deep mysteries of the 
pad the secrets of the aneients; Chaldic lore; Etrus- 
can iiiseription ; hidden and mystic sciences, and know 
che rinim*'* of all the flowers and things that grow in fields 
or wofid ; even unto the tiniest weed by the brook. 

In due time the Princess came back to her father’s 
cast If. ’'Phe big M\ iHumied from the high tower; the 
heavy iron gates were thrown open; banners floated all 
along the hattlernented walls, and in the grand hall, 
servants ami retainers hurried to and fro, bearing gold 
dtsfies, and great howls of flaming smoking punch, wdiilo 
o\en were roasteil whole and hogsheads of ale tapped on 
the ciJtmn »n by the castle whUh, and thither hied them the 
villager?! one and all Ut make merry at the coming of the 
<lear I’rincess again. **She will come back so wi.se and 
learmni,*’ they salil, **ho far alujve us that she will not 
notice ui as she ditl once,'' tint not so: the Princess with 
a red rose in !ier hair, and dressed so plain and nent that 
she looked mure like a farmer’s daugliter than a great 
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king'^s^ came down among thorn from !ior fntfior\s side 
with nods of love and welcome on her am! n smile 
upon iier face, and took iliem hy the hands ns in I lie old 
days, and none amotig tliem so lowly or so juun* !>tit whnt 
received a kind word frotn ilie grnciuus Princess^ aiul car- 
ried aw’ny in their hearts glad feeling i that she w as si ill 
the same noble and gracious lady slu* nlu a \ k was* 'Pheu 
night came, and torches by tlionsnnds lit up the great 
forest, and musicians played and bonfires with 

sparks flying like myriads of stars among the gloomy 
trees. 

In the great castle luill weregallituvjl the !»ra\ i‘ kfnghts 
and the fairest ladies in the kingchmt. 'The iuUy <dd King, 
surrounded by the wise num and idJli'crs of stnie nujvrd 
about among his guests, stately ami courleons, ravidang 
music burst forth from nil shies, and <!uvui the h dl movts! 
the fair Princess in the ina/y uri the arm <*f a 

Knight wlio ga'/ed upon her face in rapt devfdhai luul 
love. Who was he tlmi d.ared to look thus upon the 
daughter of the King, sovereign priiice of tlie kingdom, 
and the heiress of her father's w< nltli ami lands. 

He had no title, no proiul iinme to place Iwsidi* a iHiynl 
one, heyoml that of an honorable knigld, hut who says 
that that is not a title that, borne worthily, makes a man 
the peer of any that, wears a er«w*\? 

lie Iind loved her long. Wlien a hny lliey Ijiul roatoed 
together In the great ftarest nlamt the castle, and fdayet! 
among the fountains of tlie court like brother ami sister. 
The King saw them together often and smiletl and went 
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his way and said nothing. The years went on and they 
were together as much as they could be. The summer 
days when the court went forth into the forest mounted 
on prancing steeds to chase the stags wuth hounds ; all clad 
in green and gold with waving plumes and shining silver 
and ribbons of gay colors, this Knight was by the 
Princess’ side to guide her through the pathless swamps 
where the hunt ranged, and saw that no harm came to 
her. And now that she had come back after years of ab- 
sence, he went to her with fear lest she should have 
changed for her old self, and would not be to him as she 
was when they were boy and girl together. But no, 
there was the same old kindly welcome, the same smiling 
greeting, the warm pressure of the hand, the glad look in 
the eyes as of yore. The Knight’s heart beat wildly and 
a dim new-awakened hope arose In him. Was she too far 
awa}", after all? 

He felt w’orthy of her, and of any one in fact, but he 
was without riches, only a knight-errant with his sword 
for his fortune, and his great love his only title ; and he 
had always refrained from ever telling her anything of 
his love, for his pride prevented him, and you know a 
poor girl even though she be a princess cannot say to a 
man, am rich, but, let that be no bar between us, I am 
yours and will let my wealth pass if you will give up your 
pride.” No princess can say this, and the Knight’s 
pride would not let him say anything of the kind and so 
you see there was small chance of their ever coming to an 
understanding. 
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Well, the feasting and dancing went on, and the Knight 
and the Princess danced and sang together, and walked 
out where the moon was making a wdiite w^onder of the 
great fountain, and wandered under the row's of great 
oaks, but spoke no W'ord of love, though no mortal man 
knows w'hat thoughts passed in their heads ; and she gave 
long accounts of the w'onders she had seen in the far, icy 
north, in the great school of wise men, and the Knight 
talked of the wild and savage men he had seen in the Far 
West, w'herc he had been in battles with the heathen in a 
wild and dreary land; and she heard with pity his talcs 
of suffering and trials in the desert among wdld animals 
and fierce human kings ; and inside the castle the music 
died away and the lights grew dim and the villagers had 
long since gone to their homes and the Knight and the 
Princess still talked of old times, and the moon climbed 
high in the eastern sky. 

One day there came news from a country far to the 
west where lay the possessions of the Knight. The en- 
emy had robbed him of his treasure, driven away his cat- 
tle, and he found it was best to hie him away and rescue 
his inheritance and goods. He buckled on his sword and 
mounted his good war-horse. He rode to the postern 
gate of the castle to make his adieus to the Princess. 

When he told her he w'as going away to the wild west- 
ern country to do battle with the heathen, she grew pale, 
and her eyes took on a look of such pain and fear that 
the Knight’s heart leaped and then sank in his bosom, a« 
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hla prulc slHl him from speaking the words that 
might li.ive lii.ule all vrel!. 

She him farewell in a low voice, anti tears even 
»t<H>d In liiT !uit wViat ctniUl she say or do? 

The Kj:i ;ht put spur^ to hi^ horse, ntid daslied away 
over the \\ llhout ever looking !mek, and the I'rincess 
atoMtl nvi‘r the gate mt him till the last sight of 

his plume 1 h low the hrow of the hill. The Knight W'as 
gone, M ii\v suitors flocked about the Princess. Mighty 
lords nml h irfUH of great wealth were at lier feet and 
alttiufed her every journey. Th«‘y came and offered 
tluMi^elves niJil iljeir fortunes again and again, hut none 
of them f(nuul favor in her eyes. **Will the Princess 
liden to zio one?” they hegan to say among themselves. 
**nas she ;;‘u u her lieart to some one wlio k not among 
No one e udd say. 

A gvr k! n I lei^^ht v physician, young and of wondrous 
jMuvvr iu lili vud, hlephtoied to her every night if he 
ml:.dit *I- iw n. I low his suit prospered no one could 
h U, hut hv pn-^rveri'd with great and nstonkshing dili- 
j'enee, A pnu rrful hurtiu who assisted in regulating the 
lluances of the kingdom and who was a direct descendant 
of a gri nl prlni'c \v}io was cast into a lion’s den, knelt at 
hrr fei't, 

A gay atid lividy lord who livetl in a castle hung with 
r!l)!iori^« and st reamers and gay thwices of all kinds, with 
ofhi r nohles of like eliaraeU r, prostrated themselves be- 
fore tier, hut she wouti! listen to none of them. 
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The PrincoHs rode nhout in quiet wnvis in the c<iol 
eveningii upon a ^rny pnlfrev, nhuae and verv r|uii and 
«hc seemed to grow silent and thought ftil as time wetii tui 
and no news came from tlie western wars, and the Knight 
came not back agaiin 

[Written to tils tluiiidiler M^irgiiretd 

TouHiHuiMiuihi. I, imKK 
Dear Margaret: I got your very niee, long h tt*T a 
good many days ago* It didiri come straigfit in but 
went to a wrong address first* I was verv ghu! intU * »! t o 
hear from you, and very, very sorry to lenni nf yniir gt t 
ting your finger so batUy hurt. I don't tltlnk \nn m re 
to blame at nil, ns you couldn't know Just lo<u tl) it \!1 
lainous old ‘iiosH" was going to blti*. I df> h >| * tl^at it 
will hi»al up nicely and leave your linger stron*'. ! am 
learning to jday the iiuuuloUn, and we inusi gri y- u a 
guitar, and we will learn a lot of duets logi’lher wlit n I 
come home which will eeriainly not be later ilieii next 
summer, and maybe earlier. 

I suppose you have started to sclinu! n‘;ala sna e lime 
ago. 1 hope you lik«» to go, ami thudt bavi to shalv f ^ t» 
hartl. Wlien om» grows \tp, n thing tb* v m ver i * 0 * ^ 
that they went to scluml long enough to learn all Ue y 
could. It makes everything easier for tie in, and il‘ ile y 
like books and study they can always conteid .Uid 
themselves that w'ny even if other people are enr end 
tiresouie, and the world doesidt go to ud! them. 

You mustn't think ttiai I've forgotten ?»one laat y'a 



Letters 277 ; 

birthday, I couldn’t find j ust the thing I wanted to send, 
but I know where it can be had, and it will reach you in 
a few days. So, when it comes you’ll know it is for a 
birthday remembrance. 

I think you write the prettiest hand of any little girl 
(or big one, either) I ever knew. The letters you make 
are as even and regular as printed ones. The next time 
you write, tell me how far you have to go to school and 
whether you go alone or not. 

I am busy all the time writing for the papers and maga- 
zines all over the country, so I don’t have a chance to 
come home, but I’m going to try to come this winter. If 
I don’t I will by summer sure, and then you’ll have some- 
body to boss and make trot around with j-ou. 

Write me a letter whenever you have some time to 
spare, for I am always glad and anxious to hear from 
you. Be careful when you are on the streets not to feed 
shucks to strange dogs, or pat snakes on the head or 
shake hands with cats you haven’t been introduced to, 
or stroke the noses of electric car horses. 

Hoping you are well and your finger is getting aH 
right, I am, with much love, as ever, Papa. 

My Dear Margaret: Here it is summertime, and the 
bees are blooming and the flowers are singing and the 
birds making honey, and we haven’t been fishing yet. 
Well, there’s only one more month till July, and then we’ll 
go, and no mistake. I thought you would write and tell 
me about the high water around Pittsburg some time ago, 
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and whether it came up to where you live, or not. And I 
haven’t heard a thing about Easter, and about the rab- 
bit’s eggs — but I suppose you have learned by this time 
that eggs grow on egg plants and are not laid by rabbits. 

I would like very much to hear from you oftener, it 
has been more than a month now since you wrote. W rite 
soon and tell me how you are, and when school will be out, 
for. we want plenty of holidays in July so we can have a 
good time. I am going to send you something nice the 
last of this week. What do you guess it will be? 

Lovingly, Papa. 


The Caledonia 

WEnSTESDAT. 

My Bear Mr. Jack: 

I owe Gilman Hall $175 (or mighty close to it) pus- 
sonally — so he tells me. I thought it was only about 
$30, but he has been keeping the account. 

He’s just got to have it to-day. McClure^ s will pay 
me some money on the 15th of June, but I can’t get it 
until then. I was expecting it before this — anyhow be- 
fore Gilman left, but they stick to the letter. 

I wonder if you could give me a check for that much to 
pay him to-day. If you will I’ll hold up my right hand 
— thus: that I’ll have you a first-class story on yowr 
desh before the last of this week. 

I reckon I’m pretty well overdrawn, but I’ve sure got 
to see that Hall gets his before he leaves. I don’t want 
anything for myself. 



Letters 


279 


Please, sir, let me know right away, by return boy if 
you’ll do it. 

If 3 "ou can’t, I’ll have to make a quick dash at the 
three-ball magazines ; and I do hate to tie up with them 
for a story. 

The Same 

Me. J. 0. H. CosGEAVE, Sydney Portee. 

at tills time editor of Everybody's Magazine, 

A letter to GHinan Hall, written just before the 
writer’s marriage to Miss Sara Lindsay Coleman of 
Asheville, N. C. 


Dear GUman: 


Wednesday. 


Your two letters received this a. m. Mighty good 
letters, too, and cheering. 

Mrs. Jas. Coleman is writing Mrs. Hall to-day. She 
is practically the hostess at Wynn Cottage where the 
hullabaloo will occur. 


Say, won’t you please do one or two little things for 
me before you leave, as you have so kindly offered? 

(1) Please go to Tiffany’s and get a wedding ring, 
size SK* Sara says the bands worn now are quite nar^^ 
row — and that’s the kind she w’ants. 

(2) And bring me a couple of dress collars, size 16%. 
I have ties. 


(3) And go to a florist’s — there is one named Mack- 
intosh (or something like that) on Broadway, East side 
of street five or six doors north of S6th St., wdiere I used 
to buy a good many times. He told me he could ship 
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flowers in shuju* hi A*ih4‘vill* you 

him HuiJ I iLst’il to si*rul (lovvi rN lo lUi \V4*.‘4 I'i th Sfr^u-l 
some litne I nni toUl by the lalsh'i SM nf n riaiauhvH 

t!iat I am to furnish two bouquets one lilu ; of the 
valley and one of pule jiink roses. (Jet pi* til v of ends • 
say enoii^h liHes to make a Inrj^e hunrh U} he ears it e! in 
tlse hamh and say three or four <hi/en of the m » . 

1 note wluit you say about hainl times atnl mil take 
beet!. Fm not jLjoinij into any extra v.n*^anees at all. and 
Fni goin»( to pitdi into bard work jsi^t ns .iM)n a * I get 
tlie rice grains <nit t?f my ear. 

I wired y<ni t<e(!ny '‘'MS. nuiihil hedN V, jd e snish 
oneeentury by wire/’ 

will txhnu.si the tlemler ehifk if ii ! mi'I ttso 
exhausted liself to eome. You, of eouj' tt ill L ej» t}i«* 
cheek when It arrives I dssn't think they \vill f !l ih wu 
on it surely, I wrote I lowlnml a pre! iy sharjj lei i j' /uid 
ordered him to send it nl <inre care of Jvi 

Wlu’U this sfsiry readn.s yens it will cut tlowis l!u* <iw r 
<lraft/‘right Miinrt,” hsit if the housi* Is w iilin;,^ I'dmir. hty 
well like to run it sip to the limit again, hreeu ** f r li ii 
sure scares*, and Fll have to have Hoinethiu’-; hi t f UKt 
more to see me tljniugln *'rhe story I am is a 

tww one; I still have nnuthi*r fiartly wriltrn fm* ycni, 
wliich I sluill finish and turn in iteftjre I get heel t*i Xhav 
York and lht*n we"!! begin to dean ttp nil debts. 

Just after the we<id!ng we are gtuhig in Hot Seiriaij, 
N. Ck, only tbirfy-flve miles from Ada ville, wla re fljere 
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iu H fuir wiiiitT r* sort ntu! jitfiy there nbout a week 

or trn cinvs. 'I'lHii l)Ht k New York. 

IMeiise iunk over the nlnry ami arrange for bringing 
me the when y*iu etnne it will still keep me Ih» 1 ow 

tin* allow etl limit am! tliereafter I will rut down Instead 
of rnisitig it. 

•Iu>»t had n 'phone mevinge from S. I.. C. saying how 
plert'ied ‘do* wa^ Vkith \ouf letter to her. 

Tni right vuth you im the qttestion <jf the ‘'home like'^* 
systiHi of having ^ think we'Il all agree Inaiutifully 

un that, Ihe had all the cheap ladietnia that I want. 
I can tel) yon, mme of tin* ‘•i limlters^’ and the eoektail 
crowd are gonig' tn hriiig th« ir iapi}rhujn intt) my hou.se. 
It\ for tilt' cl* an, m* rrv lih*. wiHi your lu st frienels in the 
game ami a g*-m r il * imci-atr i! inn of energies and aims. 
I urn havin;' i ci d u'w*iod rloh ctd from the mountaJnii 
with knot » o?i it. afiii I uni lo stand in tuy hallway 

(wlifii lleucooi ) iuid»*ld wPhit the cards of iiU callers. 
Von ami Mr *. \%\\\ hn\* hil» !d*«‘Vs, of course* 

Ves, I ihuilv v>»uM * ’ Any at ()f 

cour .r thiev’d wnnt yon e d m? Mth. (*’h. lUd suppeme we 
fake Mr . Il-dl n d ih. le, .nial you ami I riunain lit the 

H. I*. W *’*il In* Old n\ !ht <‘tdfage every <lay anyhow% 

ami It’l! he wnumjdoe.ji 4I! roniid, 

1*10 simplv to'Ui tl to lit ?dh that **y**** are coming. 
'Yh** lunduphtuu ii in Ifeaveo; ulIN right with the 
World. Ihpp I pa '.es, Yniirs as cvet% 

Bit.u 
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My Dear Col, Grifflth: 

Keep your shirt on. I found I had to re-write the 
story when it came in. I am sending you part of it just 
so you will liave something tangible to remind you that 
you can’t measure the water from the Pierian Spring in 
spoonfuls. 

I’ve got the story, in much better form ; and I’ll have 
the rest of it ready this evening. 

I’m sorry to have delayed it ; but it’s best for both of 
us to have it a little late and a good deal better. 

I’ll send over the rest before closing time this after- 
noon or the first thing in the morning. 

In its revised form I’m much better pleased with it. 

Yours truly, 

Sydney Poetee. 

Mr. AI. Jennings, of Oklahoma City, was an early 
friend of O. Henry’s. Now, in 1912, a prominent at- 
torney, Mr. Jennings, in his youth, held up trains. 

28 W. 26. N. Y. Sunday. 

Algie Jennings, Esq., The West. 

Deae Bile: 

Glad you’ve been sick too. I’m well again. Are you ? 

Well, as I had nothing to do I thought I would write 
you a letter; and as I have nothing to say I will close. 

How are ye. Bill? How’s old Initiative and Referen- 
dum? When you coming back to Manhattan? You 
wouldn’t know the old town now. Main Street is build- 
ing up, and there is talk of an English firm putting up a 
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new hotel. I saw DufFy a few days ago. He looks kind 
of thoughtful as if he were trying to calculate how much 
heM have been ahead on Gerald’s board and clothes by 
now if you had taken him with you. Mrs. Plale is up in 
Maine for a 3 weeks’ vacation. 

Say, Bill, I’m sending your MS. back by mail to-day. 
I kept it a little longer after you sent for it because one 
of the McClure & Phillips firm wanted to see it first. 
Everybody says it is full of good stuff, but thinks it 
should be put in a more connected shape by some skilful 
writer who has been trained to that sort work. 

It seems to me that you ought to do better with it out 
there than you could here. If you can get somebody out 
there to publish it it ought to sell all right. N. Y. is a 
pretty cold proposition and it can’t see as far as the 
Oklahoma country when it is looking for sales. How 
about trying Indianapolis or Chicago? Duffy told me 
about the other MS sent out by your friend Abbott. 
Kind of a bum friendly trick, wasn’t it? 

Why don’t you get ‘^Arizona’s Hand” done and send 
it on? Seems to me you could handle a short story 
all right. 

My regards to Mrs. Jennings and Bro. Frank. Write 
some more. Still 

Bill. 


^ ^ . N. Y., May 23, ’05. 

Dear Jennings: 

Got your letter all right. Hope you’ll follow it soon. 
I’d advise you not to build any high hopes op your 
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Hailing Stam\H 

Ijook — just conskivr !h:it y<ui’n* a litfU* trip, 

aad i! niotii; us u sitJt* lint*. .Mij^hty .MSS, 

ever to lu* Ih)oLs, hiuI nuqhtv tVu Ixniks puy. 

I huve to t;o to I^ittslmr)4 tlu* first of m s I work to Im* 
gone about t) or i tlay.s. If you ih t-tilf to oouu* hnv utiy 
time after the latter purl of nest week ! will he ready to 
meet you* Ia*t me know in ndvanee a tiny or two. 

CJnilot is in (»raml Uapidn ma\he he will run over 
for n day or two. 

In haste ami truly yours, 

\V. S. l\ 

tu W iis l»nrtl to O, Henry to t h t«*ie t ia hi * He 

wiw nlwn^s eujijer to I'c iU U.e niui'ese wi.rl , tsi hr* v 3 Uie v a firvf 

story ireJe.’Ht of eolhsUifij;' c»ht ’I'hi. I o, . rism- “frntu \»n’th 

CfiroHa i. It shows how tiueu.ht ^v, te 

I. wri o’ Tti 1: Si, * , Me^ndav, iptMI. 

5/// ilrar VoUaul *S7f</er.- As I wlisil yoit 1t> ii ly, I 

like *\Man Ahuut 'IVnvri” for n fiJi ■- 

But I am senthij^,^ In a few o‘.!e*r for y.et to hjok nl ; 
and if any ollu r suits you In tti r. I’m nfu'er.djle. Here 
they are, in preferreil ortU r: 

"rhe Venturers. 

Transfers. 

Merry (Jo Ilntiruls. 

Bahylonieu. 

Briekdust from Babel, 

Babiss in the Juijoh*. 

If none of these !dt you h t me I rmw* ant! I’i! iH*t 

hmy again. But I think ”Mun .kboui Town” is uiaoit 
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the right thing. It gives the city idea without using the 
old hackneyed words. 

I am going to write you a letter in a day or so ‘Houchin^ 
on and appertainin’ to” other matters and topics. I am 
still improving and feeling pretty good. Colonel Bing- 
ham has put in a new ash-sifter and expects you to come 
down and see that it works all right. 

All send regards to you. You seem to have made 
quite a hit down here for a Yankee. 

Salutations and good wishes. Yours, S. P. 

[This letter was found unfinished, among his papers after his 
death. His publishers had discussed many times his writing of a 
novel, hut the following letter constitutes the only record of his 
rwn opinions in the matter. The date is surely 1909 or 1930.] 

My Dear Mr. Steger: My idea is to write the story of 
a man — an individual, not a type — but a man who, at 
the same time, I want to represent a ‘‘human nature 
type,” if such a person could exist. The story will 
teach no lesson, inculcate no moral, advance no theory. 

I want it to be something that it won’t or can’t be — 
but as near as I can make it — the true record of a man’s 
thoughts, his description of his mischances and adven- 
tures, his true opinions of life as he has seen it and his 
absolutely honest deductions, comments, and views upon 
the different phases of life that he passes through. 

I do not remember ever to have read an autobiography, 
a biography, or a piece of fiction that told the truth. Of 
course^ I have read stuff such as Rousseau and Zola and 
George Moore and various memoirs that were supposed 
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to l>e window panes in their respective breasts ; but, 
moscly, all of them were either liars, actors, or posers, 
(Of course, Fm not trying to belittle the greatness of 
their literary expression.) 

Ail of us have to be prevaricators, hypocrites and liars 
every day of our lives; otherwise the social structure 
would fall into pieces the first day. We must act in one 
another’s presence just as we must wear clothes. It is 
for the best. 

The trouble about writing the truth has been that the 
writers have kept in their minds one or another or all of 
throe thoughts that made a handicap — they were trying 
either to do a piece of immortal literature, or to shock 
the public or to please editors. Some of them succeeded 
in all three, but they did not write the truth. Most 
autobiographies are insincere from beginning to end. 
About the only chance for the truth to be told is in fiction. 

It is well understood that ‘^all the truth” cannot be 
told in print — but how about ‘‘nothing but the truth” 
That’s what I want to do. 

I want the man who is telling the story to tell it — not 
as he would to a reading public or to a confessor — but 
something in this way : Suppose he were marooned on an 
island in mid-ocean with no hope of ever being rescued ; 
and, in order to pass away some of the time he should tell 
a story to himself embodying his adventure and ex- 
periences and opinions. Having a certain respect for 
himself (let us hope) he would leave out the “realism” 
that he would have no chance of selling in the market ; 
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}u« Ui* :.M *' ** ^r!f ccnv^cintH jh^ vi, ?iiv! 

wotilit I 'ii n - . • t-fiv* hmU;! tir Nsunt-Uun*!; rv:i! juul Iriu*. 

Sn, i - iV< -1 J‘ 11 “^ !»*• ftnuitl ill hi^iurv, ntifohi- 

(vt|*;iph } , ]>* - ■ • ’ I 'M’’ » I imr ;ii t hr hntluui <jf lut f 1. (I* 
Win *)» I' i r Umi lu'iiitiii uv,\y Ik* thi* nu*nus of 

ont i f- riMui'. uf it. 

**hrj*3*’ r.f tSii* will !h* h lu^m luM*n niul 

in I < littlr snnlhrrti itJtt n. Hi * f<hl- 

i'atirn i th » : ■ . MUifriuii Nrhunl tin<\ hut hr Irani . r firr- 

wur»I fn-:!' j M ; -i hh*. I’lu to try fu ^|;Ivi» 

liiiu a ” i . r \ • iiinl i h thrlir .f f*Vr 

tu !h»* ' h i * n;» t » tnl I/.ih lhrnuv»!i id! thr juaiii 

phiin'i nf I:"'- <^.ld •; rity , V, 

uf th*' “nil h-r >r; 1,'* v 1 luafiy idiarurl vrisUr 

» of ils,- 1 r i r I hull in nnjnirr nil l!ir sui- 

phi'.t ^■UJ M ' I'M-' J-’IH-r r%t\ I*\\v hJjO» H-fu! hIhUIV^ 

firr*irrvr h- . o: ij i d lintji-*! human vituv, and liuvr him 
trll thi* iiufh n\) r v,u * has^^. 

It tjrnr tu V n>H\, thnl hy tlu ^Mflltld' I dardt mt’lin 
thr u}i|rrti«ai ih!r itnlF that %»» oftin m.r*fjurrntlr^ muirr 
thr nvuir-. I in tr*u’ • |.iiji«iui a trnr f itiniatf* of a!} 
thiiiK^ a i th^ v ,* lun to thr *'hrrud* If yon find n word or 
ft nr jf idriur in luiv of liiy 

it out find d» 1 u ■ j! !inm th»* ra\j|Hir*», 

I wun! Hi” -, nr* n *u h* a ni-iu uf ftfttnral $ntr!ll‘f‘ltcr, of 
iinli vniiiiil j hni SI frr^ nhiulu^*!’. an ! laoud inauhil; 

anti %hti^ hu t thr ihiafur uf t}|f* rnrfh h%% tfni him in a 
rat trap put hm Jar** **Wi!lv juUv** (you kionv Hit* 
(ilsmr ; and th**ii I wntil to ihow what hr clirti 
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about it. There is always the eternal question from the 
Primal Source — ^^'What are you going to do about it?’’ 

Please don’t think for the half of a moment that the 
story is going to be anything of an autobiography. I 
have a distinct character in my mind for the part, and he 
does not at all. 

(Here the letter ends. He never finished it.) 

THE STORY OF ^‘HOLDING UP A TRAIN” 

In ^^Sixes and Sevens” there appears an article en- 
titled “Holding Up a Train.” Now the facts were given 
to O. Henry by an old and dear friend who, in his wild 
avenging youth, had actually held up trains. To-day 
he is Mr. Al. Jennings, of Oklahoma City, Okla., a promi- 
nent attorney. He has permitted the publication of 
two letters 0. Henry wrote him, the first outlining the 
story as he thought his friend Jennings ought to write 
it, and the second announcing that, with O. Henry’s 
revision, the manuscript had been accepted. 

From W. S. Porter to Al. Jennings, September 21st 
(year not given but probably 1902). 

Deae Paed : 

In regard to that article — I will give you my idea of 
what is wanted. Say we take for a title “The Art and 
Humor of the Hold-up” — or something like that. I 
would suggest that in writing you assume a character. 
We have got to respect the conventions and delusions of 
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the public to a certain extent. An article written as 
you would naturally write it would be regarded as a fake 
and an imposition. Remember that the traditions must 
be preserved wherever they will not interfere with the 
truth. Write in as simple, plain and unembellished a 
style as you know how. Make your sentences short. 
Put in as much realism and as many facts as possible. 
Where you want to express an opinion or comment on 
the matter do it as practically and plainly as you can. 
Give it life and the vitality of facts. 

Now, I will give you a sort of general synopsis of my 
idea — of course, everything is subject to your own 
revision and change. The article, we will say, is written 
by a typical train hoister — one without your education 
and powers of expression (bouquet) but intelligent 
enough to convey his ideas from his standpoint — not 
from John Wanamaker’s. Yet, in order to please John, 
we will have to assume a virtue that we do not possess. 
Comment on the moral side of the proposition as little as 
possible. Do not claim that holding up trains is the only 
business a gentleman would engage in, and, on the con- 
trary, do not depreciate a profession that is really only 
financiering with spurs on. Describe the facts and 
tails — all that part of the proceedings that the passen- 
ger sitting with his hands up in a Pullman looking into 
the end of a tunnel in the hands of one of the performers 
does not see. Here is a rough draft of my idea : Begin 
abruptly, without any philosophizing, with your idea of 
the best times, places and conditions for the hold-up — 
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liollinr/ Stann* 

caujpare vuiir opinitiiH of tlu^ fif 

mention Htmu* poorly* ctni/flvt-tl ntfomp^N ju;.i f iilart’H af 
others, ymir opinion uliy n . tnv .*i * jM)- ihlc rr* 

fer to at'fnnl c>eeiirrt'tuHs, nml ineiit»nt^; - »! .t*rihr th » 
manner of n htj|<l ujn liow nnany nu n i» h’ h?, v. !i. !lu*v 
an* statuHUM!^ how do t!u*y t^^ni-ruU v »;o intt> d, n^rvutiH? 
or joUn/^? or sohsnnly. The i!i {:uU i»r ^iopptni^ tlu* 
train, ihv <lu!it‘s of t*nch man <d Hu* t? aijt Hu* Indru u^r 
of the (ruin crew and pn^'u n^erj^ (!u n* jpvc jw tu>iav lo'u f 
odd nnd hvunoron.n iru'iih*nt>i as yrni cjih think of ), Vonr 
opinions un ^oln;:!^ thnnif^ti the p.isst joun s. U it 

clone ami when m)t done. How is fhr lujodlu ;piMen nt ^ 
How does theetpruss rlerk |itrni*rnliy tak«* it ? Anytliin^t 
done with the innll i*nr? Vmler xihat rirt'umMttnu (\i lalt 
a train rahlivr ahinit ci pa^^tngtr or a train wan sup 
pose a man n ftises to throw up his tuuuH? r nrli* 

cles found rm passeu/^ers (n rhnnee Ju re for soou* ima^p 
inailve work) -(ju(*er and laufjuilde itu idents tif nuy 
kind. Refer wlu*n<’Ver nfiropos to netunl tiold ups find 
facts# concernin;^ lliem of interest. Whnt emdd two or 
three brave nnd <letermined pnnnrnprrH da if Htev were to 
try? Why <lmdt tliey try? How hm^ does it tak** to 
do the business. Does the train man ever Htnnd in with 
the hnld‘Up? Best menns of frri^lntt away funv uml 
when is the money divided. IIow is it. mosHy spi^nt, 
Beat way to nianreuvre afterward, flow to /p t ratodd 
and how not to, Tomment on the metiuuls of ijSleialt 
who try to capture, (flere’i your chance to get 
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T5^ livr that urrur t« me rasually. You 

f»n!. ! aw luiur far h<'H.»r. I nuggojil that you 

xri\l.v - ‘ ffiiai 4,U00 t*> (i\CHH) Words;. 

iWi a * 1 ' - rw Hi ;t ytJii txn, iuul» hy Iho way — 

3itu*T i 'U ^u-rn jrnutn^^ »lfin|^-- {tu>\ Ihe caaiern 

liliH'v I ’I’ r kiiah. t»‘ l all th** i(vt.nnt tH>wU>y cxpres- 
nlinii -u:4 !■ vnr. -I h you 4*au flunk of. 

/;>/ o ' j >•? t i %lial uil, rUillu'il in !!»» pmiliar 
Wi* *tvi a ^ ^ -H* i aurux U r w*' want fo pfi'.srnL The 

liUim V 1 ' iiitg'i t, atal 

j j.t.* t ^ ’i5i»!*r ^ iutl nhrtf I oiy. I di>a*i* But 

!;, 1 i, ' i.i»i >> Is 1 ii al Hij* ii . Ntioiuu^ ynui’un,uu<l 

l l* , -,«■<• 'h t''; » i-s ,1,», Bv thi- wjiy, ^!t^ ^‘I'vrryhody^’ 

i ■ ■ ■.. I I tt-iodd, lilirn I your 

^ r :::^« inv judiota/nt iknnik’M upon, 

^ r,.! ‘..-'’i wr-r M 4. /unl Ui!n<' to flto 
]j ii . :i ap ^irivr'i im ilu' pffirct'tlsi. 

If hr S',- . •• 3, ‘'’'I ?/ I i‘u* rk dlriH-i. If ht.‘ mv$ 

!ird!s-2', vw .u*' ’)•;* ii (i w runj).*i, 

S.ui* joly your frn in!, 

W. S. P. 


, i . ?!:- ! ♦n-r hu *‘|».trtr* lhat the ariirle 

U.mI kv Mihfi iili*, Thm i» 

d.Uvd I uAi^ v 'A lUi, uhviiiu,ly \hr nauir year: 

I U. \n }S 

u, I w»'i vou wm" n j^ffiiiiii. 

,\i| •, ... ■ M : -i tu *44 ut 4 »U' f‘» inakr a suw^ii. 
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I enclose pub” letter which explains itself. When 
you see your baby in print don’t blame me if you find 
strange ear marks and brands on it. I slashed it and 
cut it and added lots of stuff that never happened, but I 
followed your facts and ideas, and that is what made it 
valuable. I’ll think up some* other idea for an article 
and we’ll collaborate again some time — eh? 

I have all the work I can do, and am selling it right 
along. Have averaged about $160 per month since 
August 1st. And yet I don’t overwork — don’t think 
I ever will. I commence about 9 a. m:. and generally 
knock off about 4 or 5 p. m. 

As soon as check mentioned in letter comes I’ll send 
you your ^‘sheer” of the boodle. 

By the way, please keep my nom de plume strictly to 
yourself. I don’t want any one to know just yet. 

Give my big regards to Billy. Reason with him and 
try to convince him that we believe him to be pure merino 
and of more than average width. With the kindest 
remembrances to yourself I remain. 

Your friend, 

W. S. P. 

At this time O. Henry was unknown and thought him- 
sdf lucky to sell a story at any price. 
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